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“Lost in the alleyways of the city I was born in 

Just another message written on the walls under the freeway 

Imprisonment invisible 

The sentence is not belonging 

Then far away someone heard our voice...” 

--© The Looters 


Here it is! The Komotion Anniversary Issue--a compilation of all our newsletters, examples of art work from 
several shows, plus reviews, news clips and photographs of Komotion’s first year. 

Run by volunteer labor, Komotion is a cooperative, an alternative, an experiment.... Besides being the home of 
some forty musicians who rehearse and record here, our evening events are adventurous and bring forward special 
talent. We have presented music of all kinds, as well as poetry, performance art, films, video, dance, and we have an 
art gallery. 

Komotion seems to inspire people to continue learning and creating art and change for reasons which have nothing 
to do with the eighties deffinition of success or financial gain--and all inspite of very few means. 

Where else is art shown simply because it deserves to be seen? Where else can you eat dinner, hear some music, 
have a good time, and see a film as well? Where else, besides the Valencia Street Projects and the All-Star Hotel, 
does the Mission Police Department get as many complaints about? Where else can you still get a bottle of beer for 
$ 1 ? 


KOMOTION 


BECAUSE WE CELEBRATE LIFE AND BATTLE 
BECAUSE WE ARE NOT SATISFIED 
BECAUSE IT IS UP TO US 
BECAUSE WE LOVE TO SING AND DANCE 
BECAUSE THE PRESSURE IS UPON US 
BECAUSE THERE ARE GOVERNMENTS AND 
BORDERS AND COPS AND COURTS 
BECAUSE THE BOUNDARIES MUST BE BROKEN 
BECAUSE WE ARE OUT OF CONTROL 
BECAUSE THEY SAID WE COULDN’T DO IT 
BECAUSE WE FEEL LIKE IT 
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BERT mORLD 

by Mat Callahan 

This is peacetime! Nationalism is a marketing device. Elvis is alive 
and is a janitor at Value Giant. The US government is the largest buyer 
of narcotics in the world. And somewhere, deep in space, is a nosecone 
containing a recording of Johnny B. Goode. 



So who gives a shit? Well, 
I'm one of the guys who grabbed the 
mike and said "Listen to me. I've got 
an idea!" And I'll be damned, some 
people actually did! Before I knew it, 
it was an explosion, a "movement," 
the talk of the town. And that's 
exactly what I wanted to see happen. 
Attention. Controversy. Something 
different from the crap that passes 
through the public consciousness 
everyday. Something a little closer to 
the reality I see. 


WHAT A DIFFERENCE A VOTE 
MAKES? 

by Rad. Chick 

On a purely gut level, the idea of voting makes me sick. I thought 
everybody felt this way, but times have changed. At some recent benefits I've 
played, around such issues as Lyndon LaRouche's AIDS "quarrantine" bill, the 
general vibe has been that voting has become an incredibly radical act. I admit 
this confused me. Since then. I've been trying to figure out if I'm nuts or maybe 
things have swung so far to the right or to apathy ( and the expectations of 
professional political advocates have become so low ), that voting is now one of 
our best bets. Wow. While still feeling rather alone out here, the following is 
my argument against voting. 


When a bunch of us from the 
Looters and Big City originally came 
up with the term World Beat, we had 
some grand ambitions. Already we 
were playing music inspired by artists 
and styles from many parts of the 
globe. And we wanted to say, 
"Political and national borders are 
antiquated horeshit. Music can tear 
them down. Let's DANCE! " 
Furthermore, we wanted to go from 
the local stage to the world stage, and 
join a clearly growing chorus of voices 
saying much the same thing. 


There are three basic problems with voting as it exists in modem western 
societies. First of all, voting simply implies that there is a choice between two 
or more things, but what we are really offered is the appearance of choice. 
Secondly, voting doesn't reflect the real power relations in our society. It has 
nothing to do with affecting change and, conversely, the course of events in our 
society has nothing to do with "democratic" decision-making. Lastly, the more 
elusive and sinister side of voting is what participation means in this society, and 
how we recreate the very stracture that we are changing. 

"Freedom of choice." Isn't that a phrase that this country was founded on? 
It's probably tme that housewives across America wiould riot if they couldnn't 
choose between "Tide" and "Bold," between "tender Vittles" and "Moist Meals," 
and now there's that communist-inspired "generic" section, the great yellow 
peril... Is politics any different? We are still offered A, A or A - so we choose A. 
I guess that proves we're a better country, 'cause in the Soviet Union they can 


continued pg. 3 col. 1 


continued pg. 4 col. 2 


2 





MARCH, 1987 


KOMOTION 


BEAT from pg. 1 

In the process, we've been hailed and assailed, applauded 
and defrauded, supported by enemies and opposed by friends, 
but we've also learned a thing or two. For all of you who 
have been tuned to this station for the continuing saga, 
here's another installment 

Let's face it: conga drums and palmtrees are not 
symbols by which the Looters or Big City are accurately 
represented. And, when we talk about border bashing, we're 
well aware that there are soldiers with guns guarding those 
same borders. Africans didn't come here on the Love Boat 
those aren't Mexican tourists doing their gardening in the 
Imperial valley, and Wounded Knee is not a problem with 
the Washington Redskin's running game! Whay say no to 
drugs when they give you a chance to destory yourself 
without caring about it instead of being destroyed in the 
suffocating atmosphere of Top Gun and Rambomania? But 
conga drums and palm trees? This ain't no island paradise, 
and neither are the West Indies -- for most people, anyway. 

At the same time, we played into it because we were so 
determined to oppose the dead-end cynicism and 
mindlessness of current pop pap that we embraced anything 
with even the appearance of simple joy and optimism. The 
problem is, the basis for our optimism was a 
confrontation with the world, and a celebration of 
struggle and turmoil. We had to come out of the destructive 
mode of punk, and into the living mode of dance music. 
But we still had targets and music was only the best 
available weapon at the time. We should have been clearer 
about it then, but what we didn't realize, and have since 
learned, is that just combining musical forms, just putting 
different types of music together ain't enough. It may 
suggest broader horizons, and suggest that there's intelligent 
life outside the USA, but it don't cut to the bone. And 
that bone is CONFLICT. Our music was never intended to 
be an escape from it It was intended to inspire participation 
in conflict because conflict is INESCAPABLE! 

One conflict we became embroiled in was the endless 
and fruitless debate to define "World Beat." Endless because 
it was never really resolved, and fruitless because it missed 
the point. Avoiding categorization by creating a new 
category is a dubious proposition at best Not belonging to 
a presently exisiting musical scene or style is a very real 
problem. What we sought was a simple way to describe a 
complex phenomemnon that had ( and has ) many 
significant social implications. Now I question the 
possibility of doing that We sought to create a music scene 
alternative to the presently existing ones. That is possible, 
necessary, and something we continue to attempt, regardless 
of the name it ends up with. The fact is that whatever bin 
we may end up in at the record store ( at present, the Looters 
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HORSES AND TREES Ginger Baker 


This embodies all the stereotypes of so-called "world- 
beat" music. The up side: hip grooves, hot instrumental 
playing, a tasteful admixture of high- and low-tech. The 
down: repetitious, with no real songs, melodies, or 
direction. 


GRACELAND Paul Simon 

This record has already recieved accolades aplenty. I 
just wanted to contribute my eight cents to a few notions 
that I've heard floating around 

Misconception #1: " Graceland is apolitical." Bullshit 
The one line, "these are the days of lasers in the jungle" says 
more about the dynamics of race, geography, and economics 
than almost any entire album I can think of. 

Misconception #2: " Graceland is cool instrumental 
tracks with a wimpy little Paul Simon voice on top." 
Listen closer. Understated, yes, but wimpy? Listen to the 
third verses of You can call me Al and Crazy Love. 

Misconception #3: "He just rips off African Music." If 
you're dumb enough to think this, there's no talking to you. 

Misconception #4: "The album is racist" See #3. 


GUN SHY Sreaming Blue Messiahs 

Recommended to anyone who's hungry for anything 
real. Singer/guitarist Bill Carter has described SBM's music 
as "oitt blues." It's bluesier in spirit than in actual sound - 
that is, raw, uncluttered, and simultaneously mythic and 
mundane. Imagine John Lee Hooker filtered through the 
first Clash album. 
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BEAT from pg. 3 

are in the Imnort section ) our music 
isn't simply Rock n' Roll, Funk, or 
any of the easily identified sounds on 
your radio. It's not African, Latin, or 
Caribbean, either. SO WHAT THE 
FUCK IS IT? At the same time, 
this is not as true of the other bands 
involved who could and can be more 
easily described by one of the above 
categories. They would say so 
themselves, I believe. And so what? 
So, big deal. That doesn't make us 
better 

or worse. It does make us different. 

The world is falling apart This 
is good. Statues topple and Icons 
corrode. Morality and hypocrisy melt 
into each other as presidents and 
commisars are exposed as lying 
bunglers, senators expose themselves 
in public bathrooms, and religious 
leaders bless the latest weapons while 
investing their flocks donations in 
condo developments. Is it any wonder 
that people feel lost, betrayed, 
aimless? But when you know too 
much to fall for the bullshit and you're 
not too macho to admit that you need 
other people, you still have to find the 
ones you belong with. The great 
thing about a disintegrating 
civilization is that you can get to the 
essence of relationships, and create the 
kind of social ties that mean 
something. Not the traditional 
family. Not the "two-party system." 
Not some pre-digested formula for life 
but the priciples and values forged out 
of actual shared experiences by people 
you've been thrown in with by chance 
or with whom you've chosen to work 
continued pg. 5 col. 1 



4 


VOTE from pg. 1 

only vote for A. 

But seriously now. Democrats 
and Republicans present a mask, a 
personality, a diversion, while the real 
power brokers are never voted on. And 
if an elected official gets too far out of 
line, they'll be dealt with - look at 
JFK. And what about initiatives? I've 
never seen an initiative make much of 
a difference - or, if it did, it was 
because there was a lot of public 
pressure generated outside the sphere of 
voting. This brings me to the next 
point ( even though I can already hear 
you guys saying "But... Wait a 
minute! and what about..") 

Has voting ever affected serious 
chang e? I don't think so. However, 
demonstrations, rioting, and other 
public displays have forced the 
government to act By the same 
token, whenever the 

govemement/military/big business has 
wanted to take some action because it's 
in their interest - they just go ahead 
and do it - and laws and other words on 
paper mean nothing. So as a decision- 
making process, voting is a joke. The 
most obvious example is the Vietnam 
War. No one, not even Congress, 
voted to be involved in that war. It 
was "unconstitutional," and yet there 
was a draft and if you refused to go 
you landed in jail for breaking the law. 
Also, no one ever voted on getting out 
of the war. But massive 
demonstrations and violence forced the 
government to get out of it Also the 
fact that the NVA was winning 
anyway... 

This is a larger pattern of control 
that has been repeated throughout 
American history, and the histories of 
governments in general. People have 
fought for and won certain freedoms ( 
or even revolutions ), but no sooner do 
tensions relax than the government in 
association with the business elite, 
gradually starts overturning these 
victories. For instance, during and 
just after the Civil War and the 13th 
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BY REPTILE BRAIN 

So here's the first issue of 
KOMOTION. And, just in case 
you're saying to yourself, "What the 
fuck is this doing in my mailbox? 
Am I going to have to pay for this? 
Will I get in trouble for showing it to 
kids?", the answers are: it's not in your 
mailbox, it's in your hand; maybe, but 
don't get stressed, we don't break legs, 
just preconceptions; give it a try and 
see what happens, but we'd rather you 
show it to people who you're sure it 
will upset 

There are lots of ideas, notions, 
bullshit, opinions, and entertainment 
floating about in the people I've met at 
gigs, and, since we're not 
megamediamoguloids who can buy a 
TV network to air this stuff, we've had 
to invent this little rag. Also, we 
want to keep people posted on 
KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL 
events, pertaining to the Looters, Big 
City, and other groups/people that 
have performed at the space. What I'm 
talkin' about is a community of ideas, 
musical, literary, political, humorous, 
and whatever the hell else we can stir 
up. What I'm talkin' about is makin' 
as much space as we can, and shakin' 
as many boats as possible. What I'm 
talkin' about is people who want 
something different , and who will 
create it themselves if they can't find 
it anywhere else! 

So, if you're tired of 
Videocultural spam, if you're tired of 
media letting the bastards in power get 
away with murder, if you want to be 
heard, then make noise, create, 
participate - be KOMOTIONAL! 

KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL 

2451 HARRISON STREET 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 
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We don't have a fashion look. 
We don't have a specific demographic 
niche. We don't have an easily 
identified, categorized package. 
Somehow, we are, and have attracted, 
disaffected, disillusioned, dispossessed 
elements from a lot of different scenes. 
We have been supported by young, 
old, black, white, hippie and punk. I 
don't think that anyone goes around 
proclaiming themselves as "World 
Beat," but I do think that there're a lot 
of people who feel like they fit in 
nowehere else. And this is the sense 
of community that we've always 
sought to develop. Partly as an 
audience for our music. Partly as an 
eample of the spirit and ideals 
expressed in it. 

If you want to complain, go to 
the customer service counter at Sears. 
If you want to LIVE, create a 
commotion. 


VOTE from pg. 4 

and 14th Amendments, there was a 
great deal of social and political 
activity among blacks in this country. 
Black chilren went to school for the 
first time, former slaves set up their 
own churches and organizations and 
achieved some political power ( even 
though they were still under white rule 
economically ). Not long after this 
progressive period, however, northern 
business realized that it was in their 
interest to align with the southern 
white oligarchy. The Ku Klux Klan 
and other terrorist groups were 
organized, greatly escalating violence 
against the blac^ - especially those 
who were outspoken politically. By 
1896, this reactionary mood 
culminated in the Supreme Court 
decision, Plessv vs. Ferguson , 
legalizing segregation and setting 
racial equality back many years. The 
point of this example is simply that 
laws, court decisions, etc., don't cause 
change, as much as they are reactions 
to popular sentiment and actions. 
However, there is so much power 
weighted in the ruling class that when 
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URINE DEEP SHIT 

BY S&M 


In the bad old days of the 50's progressives who cut their teeth as hell- 
raisers, anarchists, communists, and even blase' new-dealers in the 30's were 
hauled up in front of committees of congress, dragged out for rides with FBI 
agents late at night, blackisted from any decent employment, jailed for refusing to 
incriminate themselves or their their friends, pressured into ratting on their friends, 
and otherwise abused for injecting a humanist influence on American life. WWII 
came home with a gestapo reign of terror so effective that it eliminated even 
moderate progressive politics from the American political spectrum. The blatant 
imperialist aggression against Viet Nam was conducted in the aftermath of this 
assault on liberty. 

Well folks; history is repeating itself! 

In the diverse, misunderstood hell-raising days of the 60's, the one 
unifying force was not any specific ideological concept, but a harmony based on a 
rebellious attitude and lifestyle. So it was blissed-out flower childeren could be 
found hanging out with the Hell's Angels at Ken Kesey's farm, and newly- 
radicalized upper-middle class college students connected with Black Panthers. 
Psychedelic drugs produced a common experience which linked divergent groups 
across the country into an anti-establishment, outlaw attitude which coalesced to 
become the core of the opposition to the Viet Nam War. 

So now we have the "War on Drugs!" 

Well, we all know some unfortunates who've rendered their lives worthless 
to themselves and everybody else by getting strung out, and hopefully we've 
learned that the millenium isn't going to be ushered in by dropping acid. Still, 
somehow I don't believe that Nancy Reagan and Ed Meese give a damn about 
anybody's welfare, much less some ghetto kids who might become junkies. They 
want you to pee in a bottle so that they can exert control over every inch of your 
life. If a precedent is set where people cow to Urine Testing, can brain wave 
testing for aberrant thought processes and hormone analysis of urine samples for 
anti-social attitudes be far behind? The common fascist technique of guilt, fear, 
and isolation of opposing elements is the obvious purpose of this war on drugs. 

They didn't give a damn if they found real communists in the 50's, and 
they won’t care now if they find real junkies. Just like then, it's only a method to 
neutralize their enemies. In other words, people who oppose their inperialist 
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LICENSED TO ILL The Beastie 
Boys 


It's not 'cause they're fake, it's not 
cause they're stupid, it's not 'cause 
they're devoid of content. After all, 
I've always loved the Three Stooges. 
Maybe I'm just a grouch, but isn't 
anyone else out there tired of Saturday 
Morning Cartoon Music? You know, 
the Red Fish Bonepepper Boys? 

Yeah, the album's very witty and 
was fun the first 30 or 40 times 
around. I just wonder if there's any 
musicians out there under 25 with 
anything to say, or has Pee Wee 
Hermanitis struck an entire generation 
braindead? 

Oh yeah, there's going to be a 
Beastie Boys sitcom on MTV. 

VOTE from pg. 5 

progressive movements let up or are 
beaten, these forces come to the 
foreground again, basically unscathed, 
and repeal or circumvent any laws not 
to their advantage. 

The last point I want to make 
(whew!) is about what voting and 
participation in itself means. "This is 
the most illusive and yet most critical 
point for dealing with contemporary 
society, where so many lines are 
blurred and the "enemy" is unseen, or 
at least unfocused. Even in the U.S. 
not everyone is happy and content 
with the way things are, while many 
are truly suffering, and yet, there is the 
appearance of contentment ( or, at 
least, order ). We don't have soldiers 
on every comer making people do 
things. There is a certain threat of 
violence, but, for the most part people 
police themselves . Control is in the 
architecture of society. ( We're all 
Zippy the Pinhead! ) 

Voting is obviously one small 
way in which we aprticipate, but it's 
like blood circulation. It doesn't 
really matter which way you vote as 
long as you are perpetuating and 
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BY REPTILE BRAIN 

Bells are ringing... The date of the long awaited public wedding of the 
Business Elite with the United States Government has still not been set 
No explanation has been given. Most observers are confused, since the two have 
been sleeping together for nearly 200 years, by a conservative estimate. Qose 
friends, however, report that the Business Elite is nervous about some of the 
Government's recent pubUc faux paux. "I'd just like to be able to go out to 
dinner with her and not have to worry about her snorting too much paranoia. She 
does that now and then, and, next thing you know, she's in the bathroom trying to 
sell guns to Iran. On top of that, she splits with the cash, and spends it all on a 
fling with some pimps who got kicked out of Nicaraugua!" Not true, according to 
USG, who is reportedly upset over Business Elite's attitudes towards her 
estranged children. Constitution and Liberty. "He wants me to disown 
Constitution publicly. Now, even though we haven't spoken for nearly 100 
years, he's still my son. But B.E. and I do agree that the boy needs to make 
some changes. And those amendments just have to go - they're ruining his 
complexion!" And Liberty? "I don't care for most of her friends - she runs with 
a pretty bad crowd, but that doesn't give B.E the right to go around calling her a 
tramp in front of everybody." continued pg. 7 COl. 1 

URINE from pg. 5 

ambitions towards the world, most 
directly in Central America. Their 
promotion of the Contra's drug 
running operation is almost to 
hypocritical to be real. 

Just remember that Ronald 
Reagan got his start as a union leader 
who bent over and ratted of his friends 
to the FBI during the 50's for their 
leftist sympathies and that attorney 
general Ed Meese got his start as an 
Alameda County DA beating up on 
protesters in Berkeley in the sixties. 

The most direct action that an 
individual can take to fight this 
unprecedented invasion of privacy is to 
learn just what urine testing is about, 
and what your rights are. Fortunately, 
a fine little pamphlet has been 
published by an independent civil 
libertarian in Austin, Texas, named 
Jeffery Nightbyrd. Information 
regarding urine testings unreliability, 
period of effectiveness, and various 
procedures as well as legal and 
technical advice for beating it are 
available. Highly recommended. 

Send $5.00 to Byrd Labs, 515- 
A Brazos, Box 234, Austin Tx, 
78701. Also available, though not 
specifically recommended, is freeze- 
dried Instant Urine. Taster's Choice? 


promoting the life of the whole. 
That's why the media get so concerned 
when voter turnout is low. Everyone 
has to participate in our present 
society to some extent, but the more 
ways that we can disentangle 
ourselves, the better. "Maybe the 
target nowadays is not to discover 
what we are, but to refuse what we 
are." So shit - jump up and down, 
yell and scream, stop layin' bricks and 
start throwin' bricks, turn up the 
Beastie Boys, do whatever it is, but... 
fuck voting. 
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Most insiders feel that the couple will iron these differences out "We really 
don’t fight that much," they said at a recent party, "And we agree on the important 
issues. Privilege for the few, poverty for the many, and you can get whatever you 
want, if you’re willing to throw enough money at it" 

Who says TV distorts the truth? Not Reptile Brain. Although I 
missed the first episode, I was pretty pleased with ABC's excellent presentation, 
AMERIKA. As far as I could tell, it gave a pretty accurate summary of the 
problems afflicting society here in the U.S. of A. Just a few examples: large 
numbers of homeless people being pushed out of public sight to die; a vicious 
government, dedicated to serving the few and screwing the masses; fascist police 
activities; small family farms being ruthlessly crushed by conglomerates, and 
dissent met with either censorship or bullets. Only problem I had was that they 
spelled the title wrong. You’d think a big network could afford a proofreader - 
Wait, what's that you say... this is supposed to be what would happen if the 
Russians took over? I thought the fucking thing was a documentary about how 
things were today ! 

And, while we're on the subject.. Do you suppose that Jello 
Biafra will ever be allowed to live and work in peace? Ruthlessly persecuted by 
an Orange County DA on trumped-up obscenity charges, he’s seen his group, the 
Dead Kennedys break up, and has had almost all of his time and resources tied 
up in legal wrangling. The strategy is pretty simple: they can’t cut Jello off 
outright, since he’s protected by the First Amendment, so they tie him down in 
court, and bleed him slowly to death with technicalities and legal fees. Sure, he'll 
win his case in court, and it will be a testimony to the strength of our free(?) 
society, and we’ll never hear from him again. So, go out and buy Dead 
Kennedy albums, donate money to the ACLU, who are helping with his 
defense, and to the Jello Biafra Legal Defense Fund, if Jello goes down, 
it may really be "Bedtime for Democracy." 

Speaking of Giving,.. Christmas has always been my favorite time of 
year. The spirit of fellowship and joy that surrounds the shopping, wrapping, and 
presenting with pride of stuff you wouldn’t be caught dead with to people you 
never speak to otherwise fills me with... well, 1 wax lyrical. My gripe has always 
been that Christmas is confined to a small amount of time. I’ve decided to fight 
this by trying to find occasions to present gifts during the other 11 months of the 
year, and 1 think you all should try, too. Just last week, I bought a bottle of 
sleeping pills, wrapped them up in some paper, and sent them, along with a "keep 
up the good work" note to Robert McFarlane, who is in the hospital right now. 
Why don’t you all do the same? He’s bound to be feeling pretty low, and any 
encouragement would probably peik him right up. 
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RBOUT THE 
RUTHORS 


Mat Callahan - This publishing 
tycoon is a familiar sight at soirees 
and events all around the bay area. 
His tireless efforts in behalf of local 
charities have earned him gratitude and 
tax shelters. When not playing around 
in Bohemian Grove, he resides at his 
mansion in Colma. 

Rad Chick - An infamous member 
of the Trilateral Commission, Rad has 
been a world-class mover and shaker 
for many years now. Responsible for 
just about everything that goes on in 
the world, she is truely a force to be 
reckoned with. Though you wouldn’t 
recognize her on the street, she knows 
who you are, and don’t you forget it! 

S & M - A popular deviation, long 
the subject of lurid films and 
pornographic books, which has 
recently been linked with the same 
psychosexual forces that determine the 
cars we choose to drive. Not content 
with conquering Detroit, S is now into 
publishing. Let’s see if we can whip 
up a little welcome, eh? 

Orfeo - This legendary poet, 
celebrated in mythology, drama, and 
opera, has been dead for nearly 3,000 
years, as near as I can figure. 
Renowned for his ability to make 
stones cry with his music, he was tom 
apart by a bunch of women. I don’t 
know who’s taste that reflects on, but 
he’s back now, and, next summer, at a 
fine theater near you, "Orfeo meets 
Rocky!" 

Reptile Brain - This bundle of 
nerves connects the lower brain 
functions ( eating, voting, sex ) with 
the higher brain functions ( choosing 
pizza toppings, buying a car, making 
up lies to dupe some fool into fucking 
you ). There is a Reptile Brain in all 
of us, and there’s nothing we can do 
about it, either. 
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CELESTE 


CONNOR 


Celeste Connor was raised in both New Mexico and 
California, fertile soil for cultivating a deep affinity 
for her Chiricahua Apache roots. Her grandmother, 
a bead worker and painter, as well as other Indian 
artists have influenced her work, as have artists from 
New York's contemporary scene. 

Connor studied drama at CCAC and in Santa Fe where 
she attended the Institute of American Indian Arts. 
Here, under the direction of Juanita Berry, she learned 
the Martha Graham and Jose Limon techniques of modem 
dance. Her works incorporate both her dramatic and 
dance experience, while remaining faithful to her 
Indian, as well as human, heritage. 

Celeste Connor's paintings dance and move with beautiful 
fluid color. Her use of balance and mixed media, often 
incorporating scavenged once-living elements, reflect 
both the dark-light, death-life aspects of nature. 

Celeste lives in Berkeley where she keeps very busy 
creating art, writing, dancing, performing^ and 
coordinating all sorts of cultural events. 
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K©m©ti©n Pit R©p®rt; 

SWAMP TROUSER 


For those regular or semi regular klub Komotion attendees; I suppose an update 
is in order. For the past 3 months, the party place below street level has been 
kicking into a higher plateau of excitement After a short lull in the klubs more 
than successful-year existence, new blood, new ideas, and new energy have 
generated more interested, larger crowds, and great entertainment 

Currently the threat of not getting the lease renewed has started us on a search 
for a possible new location of hopefully better & bigger proportions. Don't despair, 
Komotion will survive and grow. 

As soon as we have solid info on these matters action can begin full force on 
the existing or new space... One phase of Komotion we would like to initiate 
is a membership list of those interested in becoming members. For now the 
membership would entitle the member a Komotion card, and issues of the newsletter 
and our calendar. In the future we would like it to become more formal, therefore 
leading our organization to becoming more legal in certain aspects. 

So for now that's it, if you have any suggestions, ideas, criticisms,etc. Send 
them to our P.O. Box pronto. Until next time: 

Get off the wall 
Let's have a ball 
The seventies are gone 
It's the eighties ya'll.... 


For your ideas! 
Submit material to: 

KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL 
P.O. BOA 410502 
SAN FRANCISCO, CR 
94141-0502 


#1 Komotion International is a 
cooperation of artists and musicians. 
It's activities include the club and the 
newsletter. If you want more 
information-Ask. If you want to 
support us- Contribute. If you're not 
interested — Leave. 

#2 About four years ago, there was a 
club called the Offensive. Its spirit 
lived on long after it went down in 
flames. Komotion may be a bastard, 
but it is not an orphan. 

KOMO'nON 

BECAUSE WE CELEBRATE LIFE AND 
BATTLE 

BECAUSE WE ARE NOT SATISFIED 
BECAUSE rr IS UP TO US 
BECAUSE WE LOVE TO SING AND 
DANCE 

BECAUSE THE PRESSURE IS UPON 
US 

BECAUSE THERE ARE 
GOVERNMENTS AND 
BORDERS AND COPS AND COURTS 
BECAUSE THE BOUNDRIES MUST 
BE BROKEN 

BECAUSE WE ARE OUT OF 
CONTROL 

BECAUSE THEY SAID WE 
COULDNT DO IT 
BECAUSE WE FEEL LIKE IT 

THE OFFENSIVE 
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by TIT ANIUM 

San Francisco has a subculture of fairly blood thirsty 
minds causing a variety of commotions in order to create a 
change in the direction of world-wide peace on all levels. 

A notorious example might be Wold Beat, a music 
containing the rhythms of cultures wOTld-wide. However, we 
don't have to have music in order to believe in change. And 
yet for decades, music has been a trustwcHthy vehicle to 
spread the words. We ate inspired. And we are travelling to 
better days ahead. 

There is an element in San Francisco that keeps our 
minds relatively clean of the rat-race that can boggle the 
mind or distract our vision, and evidently abstract reality... 
Such as the evening news. We see clearly the deceptions and 
we elect to listen to the singers, song writers and poets. 

It is the artists that display the truth and paint the 
issues, that point out the directions as well as the delusions. 
When you listen to the evening news, do you feel informed 
or silenced? The frustration within you is world-wide - feel 
it. Take a couple of deep breaths an exhale it THINK, 

FEEL, ACT.. SEEK, STRIKE, DESTROY. 



BY RAD. CHICK 


Fve recently had to get an additional job just to 
survive., so Fve been thinking a lot about 'work'. As a 
member of c»ie of the lowest paid statistics (being an artist), 
I frequently find myself working a 'day gig'. Sure, Fve 
scammed the government for a few bucks at various times, 
and made some money in music, but for the most part I’m a 
wage slave like everyone else. And I hate working! Let's all 
get together and eliminate work as much as possible, OK? 

"More jobs!" is one of those liberal slogans you hear 
so often that everyone usually says "yeah, more jobs..." 

But Fve never been able to understand how people could 
rally around such a thing. Face it, most jobs are 
unnecessary, thoughtless, robotic activities at best, and on 
the down side they are difficult, hazardous and life- 
threatening. (It wasn't so long ago my grandfather died of 
black lung from working in the Pennsylvania coal mines...) 
No one likes to be used, but that’s what working is. In 
yuppieland it may be couched in niceties like coffee rooms 
and even health spas, but you’re still being used all the 
same. Simply put, using people is what our society is all 
about 

By being down on 'More jobs' Fm not saying that 
poverty, unemployment, etc. are not serious condition that 
affect millions of people, even in the promised land, 
continued pg. 5 col. 1 





BY REPTILE BRAIN 

Good News! The President is Trainable... That's right, you heard it here first In his first news ccHiference 
since Thanksgiving, President Reagan showed a heretofore unknown ability to memorize answers ahead of time, not 
lose track of things when confronted with a room full of seemingly friendly people asking easy questions without 
follow-ups, and generally impressed everyone by standing in one spot for half an hour without falling over or 
twitching too much. Can there be so much good news without any bad tidings in tow, you might ask? Sure as shit 
can - he's still the President. 


Cocaine Prices Expected to Drop... And availability is expected to rise, if Congress puts the brakes on 
funding for the Contras. To make up for such a shortage of cash, the CIA will be flying in large amounts of coke 
for sale in the US, proceeds to be spent blowing up schools, hospitals, power stations, and anyone slightly mote 
liberal than Hitler in Nicaragua. As you can imagine, this will take rmcho dinero, so get out your straws, patriots, 
and snort for democracy! 

And That’s Not All... Of course, the possible need fw the CIA to peddle coke in kindergarten playgrounds has 
not gotten in the way of an increased enforcement of anti-drug laws, and you can still end up in the soup if you're 
caught playing in the wrong kind of snow. So, if you're holding, and it's making you nervous, we have an easy 

continued pg. 5 col. 3 
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NAyscAys coMTaNiyEO 


BY RAIN IN THE FACE 

AH this 're-examination' of the Vietnam war that's going on; all these 
crocodile tears being shed over the plight of Viemam vets; all these lies that are 
being heaped upon the lies that were told then- doesn't anybody see through them? 
What the fuck is heroic about fighting in the United States Army in Viemam? 

Does anyone honor the German soldiers who fought for Nazism? Why isn't 
William Westmoreland tried for war crimes? Why doesn't anybody talk about all 
the guys who refused to go, or for that matter, the tens of thousands of vets who 
came back and denounced the war, the United States government, and threw down 
the medals they'd received in protest of the way they'd been used? 

For me the only choices during the 'Nam war were jail, Canada, ot going 
underground. Being drafted and going to kill Vietnamese was never a choice. And 
there were millions like me. The guys who went were ignorant fools and a lot of 
my fiiends who returned from Nam did so completely radicalized. They knew 
they'd been used, and the only way they could deal with the shame of being a 
butcher was to recognize what they'd been part of, and to actively ofqxjse the 
powers that created the situation. 

The same is true today. The vets are being used again. They're being hailed 
as heroic patriots, defenders to the fatherland and the innocent victims of a liberal 
plot to undermine the war effort (That's why 'we' lost the war!) Shit! The 
Vietnamese whipped the bully's ass. All the bombings, all the firepower, all the 
technology, all the money couldn't defeat them. Furthermore, particularly in the 
later stages of that war, many grunts refused to fight many officers were fragged 
and the opposition to the war within the armed forces was definitely a factor in its 
outcome. 

None of this gets mentioned in the movies, books, etc. pouring out of the 
media (or if it does, it's a foomote). And, of course, no one talks about the 
'enemy'. The Viemamese are always the faceless automatons to whom life is 
nothing when compared to the 'civilized', caring, feeling Americans. Doesn't this 
make you sick? Haven't you ever stopped to think when hearing about the 
holocaust in Europe perpetrated by the Third Reich, "How did it happen? How 
could people have gone along with that?" 

Well, that's exactly what happened here. There was, however, one little 
problem for the scumbags running this show- a lot of people refused to go along 
and in many, many, ways put a monkey wrench in the gears of the most 
sophisticated war machine in history. 

I don't have 'the answer' for all the World's problems. But I know their's 
doesn't work. 



by Duffy Cole 

Soldiers are a country's most 
valuable resource in times of war but 
in times of peace, they are a most 
dangerous and unruly breed. The 
ancient Greeks found a solution to the 
dilemma. After a war, they brought 
their warriors home and promptly 
killed them off. 

This is modem America, 
however, and the way our country has 
dealt with the problem has been to 
ignore the veteran fw two decades, 
pretend the war was never thrown and 
incarcerate the veteran if he or she 
needs an attitude adjustment 

The final insult seems to be to 
make bad movies about Vietnam. Like 
Platoon. 

The film is one long, action- 
packed technicolor cliche. There's the 
good sergeant and the bad sergeant 
The good sarge smokes dope, wears 
beads, and hardly ever kills civilians; 
the bad sarge kills children, women 
and old men, shuns smokable dope for 
the liquid variety and wears facial 
scars. 

On a positive note, the 
perspective is a bit different than the 
other Nam films and realistically so. 
You're down there with the red ants, 
the leeches and the grunts on ground 
level in dirt and blood. The blood and 
guts and general ambience of possible 
sudden death rang true and sent this 
aging combat vet out of the theater the 
first time I saw it 

Unfortunately, Platoon's few 
feeble attempts at political treatments 
are vastly outweighed by the 
presentation of war as an ultimately 
exciting test of manhood . And the fact 
that the war was fought mostly by 
Blacks and Latinos is demonstrated 
only peripherally. 

It's truly a pity that this film- 
hyped as the first to be made by a 
veteran- lines up with so many others 
as a dud. 
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WORK from pg. 3 

Especially if you're Black, young or 
part of some other 'unemployable' 
statistic, times can be really tough. 

But what if there was full employment 
and everyone worked at McDonalds - 
would that really enrich people's lives 
in any way? Then we could all scrape 
along making money and still be poor, 
still be unhappy, still feel ... 
dissatisfied. What about the quality of 
life? 

It's a question of what our 
society's priorities are. I'm not 
suggesting a 1950's vision of a 
mechanized pseudo-utopia, but 1 do 
believe science and technology could 
be redirected to eliminate a lot of 
work, focusing on the most hazardous 
and monotonous jobs. If it's not 
possible to abolish theses jobs then 
maybe society will have to do without- 
sorry, no more diamonds to wear... 

Each one of us is only on this 
planet fw a brief period. I think this 
time would best be spent working on 
creative pursuits, challenging or 
worthwhile tasks, using one's mind 
and body in some fulfilling way- and 
in ways that don't fuck over your 
fellow human being. It makes me sick 
to see people's lives (including my 
own) being used up, sucked dry of joy 
and energy by stupid jobs. And 
campaigns promoting 'more jobs' are 
like prescribing aspirin for a patient 
who requires brain surgery. 




A Time for Wishing 
by Wrenn 

A time to wish 

that hell could fine a place 

for peace to {Kevail within 

A thought eclipsed by heaven 

somehow 

A paradise that must be embraced 
by a thin frail hand 
enclosed in one as strong 
to contradict 

the beliefs we can never all share 
Opposable unity in a place 
and a time 
of squalor 

because we have no choice 
or feel that is the case 
Now why can't I 
find the reasons 
and the meanings behind- 
not one but many- 
desperate thoughts 
that seem fiill only to me- 
and then not at all 
certainly not to a world 
that needs a wish 
granted 



SOCIETY from pg. 3 
solution - Send the stuff to us! That's 
right - any drugs that you're afraid to 
hold on to can be sent to us at: 
KOMO'nON INTERNA'nONAL, 

P.O. Box 410502, San Francisco, CA, 
94141-0502. NOTE - We offer no 
guarantee that we will return what you 
send. 

Reptile Brain's Guide to 
Correct Behavior... After reading 
the last issues Society Page, some 
people criticized me for writing the 
column, when I was not a member of 
society . Hurt though I was, I saw the 
truth in what they were saying, and, 
with a little sweat, have now become a 
member of society . Just in case any 
of you find yourselves in similar 
unpleasant situations, here is how I did 
it Society is largely a matter of 
attitude, I realized, so I developed this 
simple attitude adjustment exercise, 
which I did each morning in my 
bathroom. Stand in front of the 
mirrcff, stare your reflection in the eye, 
and repeat the following phrases, at 
least three times: "Social Security is 
wasteful, those old pec^le should have 
provided fw their retirement; homeless 
people wait for your car before they 
step off the curb, because they enjoy 
making you stop; the important thing 
about a big defense budget is that the 
technology will trickle down, creating 
mwe jobs in the private sector, all 
women really want to be raped, no 
matter what they say; it's not my 
fault; it's not my problem; it's not my 
country." You see, it really isn't that 
hard to do. After two days, I stopped 
vomiting between lines; after four 
days, I began to resent the hberal 
IH-ess; after six days, I stopped reading 
books and started watching TV; after 
eight days, I started believing what I 
saw (Ml TV; after ten days, I was 
arranging financing on a BMW; and on 
the twelfth day, I received a letter fi’om 
the Republican Party's Campaign- 
Fund Committee. I made it, and you 
can too! 
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A VOTE I^AKES A DSFFERENIG 

BY REPTILE BRAIN 


Well, if her article last mOTth is any indication. Rad. Chick wants us to just up and forget about voting, 
since: (1) we are only offered the appearance of choice; (2) it has ik) real effect on the people ot institutions that make 
decisions in our society; (3) we perpetuate the instituticms and policies we c^jpose by our participation. While I am 
in complete agreement with Rad. on most of the points she cites to reach th^ conclusions, I find very little that's 
agreeable about the conclusions themselves. 


THE MAIN EVENT 


Voting only offers the appearance of 
choice, rather than a meaningful choice between a set of 
candidates/ballot measures, etc. While this is true in many 
cases, you can't convince me that the Contras would still be 
receiving our tax support if Gary Hart, at even Walter 
Mondale had been elected the last time around, instead of the 
current reigning meat puppet And if Jesse had made it to 
the Oval Office? I think we would be in a much better 
situation today, so it seems like there was a bit more than 
the appearance of choice involved. Probably not enough fw 
some, though, so candidates like Jackscxi end up losing 
thanks to the principles of some, while the Reagans of the 
world win due to the stupidity of others. Not what I call a 
pretty sight 

Voting has no real effect on the real 
points of power in our society. Again, I agree that 
too many of societies power stmctures are beyond our direct 
control. When I see the CIA sending mcmey to the Contras, 
funding destabilization of other countries, and running drugs 
into my own back yard, all in secret and all in disregard of 
countless laws (not to mention mcral jHinciples in general), 

I tend to feel that my votes towards peace and justice have 
no effect at all. On the other hand, I voted for Cranston 
(who won) the last time around, and he's been in 

continued pg. 8 col. 1 
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BY CRAZED 

SMART MONEY WAS ON THE ROACHES, ON THE 
NIGHT OF THE BIG HGHT. 

THE WORLD HEAVYWEIGHT CHAMPIONSHIP WAS 
ABOUT TO BEGIN. 

AS THE HOUSE LIGHTS WERE DIMMED, THE 
CROWD CREPT CLOSER 
THE RED PHONE IN THE RING RANG AND 
GOD CALLED HIS BOOKIE 
THE POPULATION WAS CONCERNED DOWN THERE 
IN THE RING. 

GOD HAD PUT E’VERYTHING ON THEM AT A 1000 
TO 1 

"I TOLD YOU SO," YELLED A LIBERAL, AS 
THE SILO DOORS SLOWLY SLID OPEN AND 
GOD CROSSED ms FINGERS 
AS THE FOURTH ROUND ENDED THE POPULATION 
WAS SCARED 

THEY'D SLEPT FOR TOO LONG, THINGS WERE 
GETTING OUT OF HAND. 

TRESS THE FRIGGIN BUTTON" YELLED THE 
CONSERVA’nVE AS THE CODES WERE KEYED IN, 
AND 

continued pg. 8 col. 2 
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Fuck Dance, Let's Fish 
By Snap 

So now that you've got politics 
on your mind, how do you feel? 
Myself, Fd like to be sittin' in 
the middle of the San Pablo Bay, 
The lager in my hand and 
Dorritos on my breath, waiting 
for a nibble by some passing 
Diamond Back. Yes, that's right 
Spring is here and I've got 
Sturgeon on my brain. 

Not a weekday goes by that you 
don't hear the ciy,"Hey Gus, 

Let's go fishin!" Gus, the 
infamous party fiend/carpenter, 
supplies the boat. Me, {I won't 
mention my name, but Fm black, 
fonale and have vivid plaid 
hair) I supply the rods and 
tackle. Tis great fim we've had, 
but alas Gus sold the boat This 
leaves me and a certain 
"swampy" firiend of mine, high 
and dry. Well to get to the 
point, we need a boat. Mind you, 
iK)t no candyass row boat or 
canoe. Perhaps a nice 16 to 
20ft. inboard/outboard, if 
somebody has one. And if you, 
Mr., Mrs., Miss or Ms. 
newsletter reader, is that 
somebody, well this is your 
lucky day. 

Here's die deal, you supply the 
boat and we supply the 
excitement of "North Bay 
Sturgeon Fishing." 

That's right, the "Whiskered 
Hogs" are running, and we've the 
got the knowledge and skill you 
need to land one of those big 
puppies. 

So if you've got the gut's, 
gumption, and gravy, {and boat) 
Write to: 



WHIPLASH SMILE Billy Idol ( Chrysalis ) 

In Hammer of the Gods . Led Zeppelin biographer Stephan Davis tells how 
Zeppelin, rehearsing next doOT to Generation X in 1978, was heckled for being 
obsolete poseurs by a young Billy Idol. This is a fine example of the "Fm rubber 
you're glue, bounces off me and sticks to you" syndrome. 

Idol's half funny, half appalling Philistine sexuality and fatuous, skin deep 
Elvis impersonations recall Robert Plant at his grossest Fortunately, Whipla.sh 
Smile makes the most of a few welcome Zeppisms- a new, improved sense of 
dynamics and a brilliant guitarist with a truly orchestral conception of the 
instrument 

Idol's sole addition to the Zep liturgy, the incessant use of niggling sequencer 
patterns, makes you wish Idol would give up on the "modem sound" and 
retrograde into total crunge. 


THE GHOST OF CAIN New Model Army ( Capitol ) 

A majcff label release by a unpretentious English trio with aggressive, 
politically belligerent songs that recall the spirit of '77...unfortunately, it sounds 
better than it actually sounds. 

New Model Army lacks the Screaming Blue Messiahs’ mythic intensity, the 
Looters’ melodicism, and the Clash's sense of humor {yeah, you heard me, 
humor}. The Ghost of Cain is politically progressive but musically prosaic- you 
can leave the record in the sleeve as you read the lyric sheet 


John the Fisherman 
6441 Colby St #C 
Oakland, Ca 94618 
U.SA. 

And a quick Blurb about Primus 
Blurb. 


■T.S. BACH, FRENCH SITTES 2 & 3 Ivo Pogorelich, pianist 

In the 60's and 70's scholary^rfoimers like Leohardt Munrow, and 
Harnoncourt ushered in a revolution in early music performance jractice. There 
was a new emphasis on historical accuracy - music was to be interp'eted, as 
nearly and scholarship could determine, as it would have in the composer's day. 

continued pg. 8 col. 2 
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VOTE from pg. 6 

Washington fighting for causes I agree with ( mostly ), 
which Zschau would not be doing, had he won instead. 
While my vote doesn't have as much influence as I would 
like it to, I'm not about to let go of one of the few ( if not 
only ) legally instituted options for change that I have left, 
even though it doesn't always work out the way I want it to. 
The real reason that voting seems to have so little effect is 
that so few people vote, and that most of those who do don't 
bother to educate themselves about what they are voting on 
instead of listening to the canned pablum that is so easily 
available. 

Voting simply perpetuates, rather than 
changes, society. That seems, on the surface, to be 
true, but it is by no means an inalterable fact As I stated 
above, the problem is with the way people decide on their 
votes, not with the act of voting itself. When you have a 
group of largely uninformed people making a haphazard 
decision on a complex issue, you really can't expect much 
change, good, or justice to come out of it Therefore, Rad. 
would say that we Wouldn't vote, because we legitimize 
evils by voting. Carried to its logical ccmclusion, if no one 
voted, society would be illegitimate, without a mandate. 
What a concept! I mean, then the CIA, the hidden powers, 
and the real crooks would all have to step down, since, I 
assume, they would be too embarrassed to participate in 
such a sham. Fat chance! That's when the clamps would 
really come down hard! No, the rnily way that we can attain 
anything even resembling a genuine republic is by continual 
Md educated participation by the entire voting population. 
The alternatives are to either surrender all of our instituted 
power, and hope that the big shots are merciful ( a risk I'm 
not inclined to take ), or a revolution, a fight that would be 
long, bloody, and one which we would lose, either to the 
Feds, or someone else ( and probably wcm^ ). 

This is not to say that I feel voting is a sufficient 
exercise of political will in and of itself. It is only the 
minimum amount of participation required fw a republic 
like ours to even pretend to function. Citizens must be 
willing to educate themselves and others regarding the 
choices that they are expected to make. A citizen must be 
prepared to make daily acts of political will: ^read your 
opinions; educate others; shout out when you see a lie or 
injustice; piss people off, because maybe they will wonder 
what upsets them about your attitudes, and peibaps they will 
realize that the world is a bit bigger than the space between 
their eyes and the TV screen; carry placards in 
demonstrations; make noise, and be prepared to spend a 
night or two in jail along the way. Only by this level of 
participation will our republic pass from being a pretense 
into an actuality. No, more than just voting is needed, but 
not voting at aU? fm not willing to hand even my small 
amount of control over to the crooks, and I hope most of 
you feel the same way. 


RANT from pg. 7 

28 year old Ivo Pogorelich sees diings differently. 

"These composes left wonderful music, but the way they 
perfwmed it belongs to a diff'erent time," he recently told 
Keyboard Magazine. "As an intopreter, I make my music 
and it has to convince." 

Ivo's exaggerated tempi and dynamic contrasts ain't Bach, 
but they're riveting. The pianist fuses Glen Gould's chop's 
and punk attitude with an intensity pCTScmal, somewhat 
Romantic style. It's too bad there's not more of this sort of 
controversy in the classical music world - it's a nice kick 
in the ass. 


BY THE LIGHT OF THE MOON Los Lobos ( 

Slash ) 

This is a beautiful album. Los Lobos haven't really 
done anything different this time around, they just do it 
better than ever. Cesar Rosas' rockCTS {"Shakin' , Shakin' 
Shakes", "My Baby's Gone"} are a perfect counterpoint to 
David Hidalgo's more introspective numbers {"River of 
Fools", " The Hardest Time "} . Hidalgo and Rosas are 
evolving into truly distinctive guitar stylists, and the 
rhythm section is tight in an eff^Mlless sort of way. The 
arrangements are tastefully fleshed out by session players 
(check out Alex Acuna's bcmgos on "My Baby's Gone"} 

The album is framed by two of Los Lobos ' loveliest 
songs: "Chie Time, One Night," with its breathtaking guitar 
beaks, and "Tears of God," a just-perfect song that you can 
only wish had been written twenty years ago so that young 
Aretha could have recwded it 

EVENT from pg. 6 

GOD BEGAN TO SWEAT AND HGURE HIS LOSES 
BACKED INTO THEIR CORNER, THE POPULATION 
TRIED PRAYING 

BUT IT WAS OUT OF THEIR HANDS AS THE EIGTH 
ROUND BEGAN. 

"ffllTEM WITH YER MX" YELLED THE RIGHT WING 
AS THE PRE-LAUNCH 

SEQUENCE BEGAN, AND GOD STARTED DRINKING 
AND UNPLUGED FflS PHONE 
UNCONSCIOUS ON THE CANVAS THE 
POPULA'nON SHIT ITS PANTS. 

THE REF GOT TO TEN AND THE BUTTON WAS 
PUSHED 

"I'M RICH" YELLED A ROACH-BACKER' AS 
THE MISSLES LEFT THE GROUND AND 

GOD ATE FIVE VALIUMS AND PASSED OUT ON 
THE COUCH. 

THE POPULATION WAS GONE 

THEIR CORNER WAS EMPTY 

"YOU OWE ME" YELLED GODS BOOKIE AS 

THE FALL OUT FELL OUT. 

GOD ATE ALKA-SELTZER FOR BREAKFAST 
THEN THREW AWAY HIS T.V. 

WHILE ROACHES, REEKING OF COPPERTONE 
SIPPED CORONAS AT THE BEACH. 
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CONTEST 


ABOUT THE 
AUTHORS 

Regular contributors Orfeo, Rad. 
Chick, Reptile Brain. Their Bio's 
appeared in our first issue, so we 
won't bore you with the details here. 
As far as fet-time contributors go, 
we have: 


BY REPTILE BRAIN Crazed - A charitable way of 

describing United States' foreign 

YES, that's right, we have a contest this month, with a theme, rules, and a policy under the Raygun 
prize for the winner! Administration, don't you think? 


THE FACTS - The picture on the cover, fix those who don't know, is 
of a prominent TV evangelist, who shall remain nameless, his wife, and their two 
children. You can make lots of money by having sex with these peqjle! 

Reverend Jim Bakker ( whoops! Forget I said that! ) has recently confessed that he 
paid "hush money" to a 21 year-old woman to keep quiet about a little fling they 
had in a Florida hotel room. 

THE GAME - Try to have sex with one ot more of these people: 

#1 DAD - Jim Bakker ( whoops! I did it again! ) paid $265,000 to a 
woman who had sex with him. Myself, I wouldn't touch the dude fcx less than 
$1,000,000, but there's no accounting for taste. See if you can meet or beat the 
payoff! 

#2 MOM - Tammy Faye Bakker ( Shit! Forget that, would you? ) is 
currently undergoing detoxification fix a real jones of a pill-pcCT>ing habit We 
know that she has had sex at least twice in her life, see if you can make it at least 
thrice! SPECIAL BONUS - prove that you smuggled some drugs to this woman, 
and well credit you with $10,000 towards you total! 

#3 JUNIOR - No minimum amount documented, but we all have to 
start someplace! If you're gay, you could probably make a good amount getting 
caught in a bathroom at the Greyhound station with this one! 

#4 PRINCESS - Again, no minimum amount specified. Here are a 
couple of suggestions: lesbian acts; pregnancy followed by hush-hush abcxtion. 
Any money that you might ddm off of the abortion will be counted towards your 
totd! 

THE RULES - Entry deadline is July 4, 1987. To enter, you must be 
able to pove that you committed one of the above acts ( driver's licence, tissue 
sample, etc... ); and give us any money that you might have made while doing it. 

( Note - all entries are non-returnable ). Include your name, age, address, and a 
phone number that you can be reached at with the entry. The person with the 
highest accumulated dollar yield will be declared the winner in the first issue of 
KOMOTION to be publish^ after the entry deadline. 

THE PRIZE - We will put your picture in the issue that you are 
declared winner in, and the thrill of victory! So, now you've heard it all - go out 
and FUCK IT UP BIGTIME! 


Duffy Cole - Duffy Cole served in 
Vietnam with the 199th Flight 
Infantry in l%8-69. He is now a San 
Francisco businessman and writer. 

Rain in the Face - This is really 
Mat Callahan writing under an 
assumed name. If you have any 
problems with that as a life style or 
concept, I suggest that you take it up 
with the man personally. 

Snap - Usually means "easy," Oike 
"it's a snap " ) as most of the ladies 
who know this indiscriminate scrogger 
have found out 

Swamp Trouser - Don't ask, O.K? 
I know it's land of a crummy way to 
be, but believe me, you really don't 
want to know. Scxry. 

Titanium - Atomic number 22 in 
my book. This metal is invaluable in 
the manufacture of our more advanced 
weapons systems. Let's hope that her 
contribution to KOMOTION marks a 
change in attitude that will be 
followed by a more peaceful existence 
for the rest of us. 

Wrenn - Do you remember, when 
you were young, say, between 3 years 
old, when conscious thought begins, 
and eight years old, when conscious 
thought en^ - how things like fire and 
water held an inelucitable fascination 
for you? Or, maybe it was 
combinations of the two? Well, 
Wrenn remembers. 
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Well, you probably though that we'd finally dried up and gone away, right? 
You should be so lucky! Here we are again, back in your mailbox, taking up 
space that could be put to better use by MACY'S fliers and Laise Adzer postcards. 
Ain't life the shits? Only if you want it to be. 

As you probably know, a lot has happened since the last issue of 
KOMOTION was out - we got kicked out of our space, the Looters signed with 
Island Records and are in the studio working on an album, and, have finally found 
a new space. Here's where it's at: 2772 16th Street, between Harrison and 
Folsom, across the street from US STEEL, and right next to the beautiful All 
Star Hotel. The first party will be on Saturday, June 27 and the Looters will be 
playing. Doors will open about 9:00 PM, and the music will start about 10:00. 
So there's the first, and definitely not the last, party in the new space. Be there! 
The Looters will also be playing on Friday, July 10, at the Old Fillmore. The 
opening act has not been solidly booked yet, but we're hoping it will be The 
Uptones. Pretty big shit, huh? 

Speaking of big shit, the new space is a bit more public than the old one, 
being on the ground floor. Because of that, we will probably have to operate it 
more like a "private club" than the old KOMOTION KLUB, with a membership 
list, cards, and check at the door, to avoid getting busted by the cops. Then again, 
maybe not. For now, let's see what we can get away with! This issue, check out 
the ENGLISH DEPARTMENT, pages 4 through 8, including a letter from ZINC, 
an English magazine similar to KOMOTION. 

REPTILE BRAIN 
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BY RAIN IN FACE 

The rose. Flower of romance. 
Fragrance of poets. Symbols of 
Nobility and higher purpose. The 
street I live on. This pit. This little 
stain in a city with so many shades of 
degradation. Here is the streak of 
internal fluid collected in the panties of 
a whore. And along its two and a half 
blocks of concrete and asphalt lie the 
condoms and the tampons; all the 
sexual equipment, all the containers 
for the juices pouring, dribbling, 
leaking out of the bodies of the hungry 
and the normal. This is the progress 
humans have made. Plastic, cotton, 
paper vessels to put secret secretions 
in and then leave on the pavement for 
people to walk on and be "revolted" 
by! Ah, it's a wonderful world. And 
we are wonderful people. Because we 
know how to enjoy ourselves. As the 
black woman bends over, resting her 
hands on her knees and exposing her 
cunt to the mans dick behind her. It 
takes less than five minutes. I know. 
I've timed it. She gets $20.00. He 
gets laid, if you can call standing in a 
parking lot between two cars getting 
"laid." And, the neighborhoods main 
business leave another deposit on the 
sidewalk. 

And thus hfe is given unto this 
world. How is it tom down? Well, 
the concrete slabs laying in a heap 
next to my kitchen window are like a 
continued pg. 3 col.2 


LETTER TO A LEADER 
BY WRENN 

I don't think you understand 
the significance of what 
you're implying. 

Putting me in here without a warning 
for something that I believe. 

You're destroying what little world 
you have left for me, 
and leaving me crying 
in the dark of the hell 
you've created for your ego. 
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NONFICTION Nonfiction (Demon Records, UK import) 

Nonfiction, like the Looters, can presently only be 
found in the "imports" section ( Demon Recortk is a tiny 
designer label owned by Elvis Costello ). They're starting 
to get a lot of attention and were the centerpiece of Sean 
Elder's muckraking piece in Imag e ( The one that says Joel 
Selvin drinks, talks, or sleeps his way through the shows he 
reviews ). 

Nonfiction is more than a "roots" band. Singer/lyricist 
Steve Yerkey is a total original. His words and voice are 
complex yet compassionate, rooted in blues and country in 
the most profound sense. These guys leave posers like the 
Del Fuegos and the Georgia Satellites in the dust. Buy their 
record, and hear them live, too. 

ELECTRIC The Cult ( you don't want to know the label ) 
I'm going to do what lots of record 
reviewers do but would never admit — review a record I've 
never heard. 

The Cult used to be a z-grade post-punk band called the 
Southern Death Cult. Now they're a ’^-grade ( what comes 
after "z?" ) seventies revival band. Electric is produced by 
Rick Rubin, who brought us the Beastie Boys. It has loud 
guitars, I hear. The live show has strobe lights and drum 
solos, so they tell me. 

I like lid Zeppelin. I like Aerosmith and AC/DC, too. 
I don't like cynical, trend-mongering retreads like The Cult. 

Electric sucks. Let's suppress it 

THE lOSHIIA TREE U2 ( Island Record, home of the 
Looters ) 

With this record, U2 has elevated themselves from 
"band" to "phenomenon." It's a really terrific record, but it's 
got the same bizzare quality that Thriller and Bom in the 
USA have. Is it watered down, or just focused? Is it 
populist or pandering? At least The Joshua Tree , with its 
subtle but undeniable social criticism and pointed 
repudiation of rock star cultism ( Culti sm ) is unlikely to 
spawn Pepsi commercials and bonehead patriotism like the 
aforementioned "phenomena." Better these guys on the 
cover of TIME than Reagan's mug, or bullshit about the 
"new hope" for negotiation in South Africa. 


STREET from pg. 1 

Stonehenge brought down by the hand of god. Only in this 
case, god was a develojter who knocked one structure out of 
his way in wder to build another stnicture. 

Now "Rags" sits atop the remains of Stonehenge, and 
drinks Wild Irish Rose until he's stupefied. And another day 
passes into his hazy history. Overhead, the great concrete 
belt of the freeway casting its shadow; casting its 
continuous roar; casting its squeals and bongs and screeches 
and clanks over its steel edges into my bedroom. Dust 
settles in great sheets over anything left standing longer than 
a day and night beneath it as the exhaust condenses into tiny 
particles of carbon to sit on car tops, corroding the paint and 
mocking the engines that produce the dust in the first place. 

The stmcture so dominates the area that it becomes, for 
a few blocks, the hub of activity and the center toward which 
all paths lead. Beneath it are the parked cars of pimps and 
workers; city officials and cops. People sleep under its 
protection. People deal behind its pillars. And of course, it 
offers another kind of p-otection - it protects from higher 
rents and gentrification a little longer. No one with the 
bucks to move up in this wOTld would move down under 
this on/off ramp of the central freeway. So what if civic 
center is in walking distance. This is a fucking pit and its 
collection of debris is particularly arresting in that it is at an 
intersection of three distinct neighborhoods - three streams - 
- and the eddies and currents twist and writhe together here 
and leave, on the banks, a wild assortment of appliances, 
vomited forth with each movement of the tides. 

I feel forgotten here. I fell left behind. I feel as if my 
only companions are corpses and headstones. Why? After 
all, there is industry here. People are working, busy. There 
is variety here — Zen on one comer, architects on the next. 
Larry's liquors here. Supersub there — no, that's not it It's 
not what makes this place so deathful and sad. 

It's that this is a spot, a patch of grass, that everyone 
walks on going from one place to another, wearing it out, 
tramping it down and leaving nothing but the wr^pers from 
their fast food behind. It's not a great crossroads, a meeting 
place, market, etc., etc. It's a patch of no man's land 
between gay, black, latin, and commercial neighborhoods. 
Everyone passes through here knowing that they won't be 
noticed if they fuck a whore, buy some crack, piss in a 
bush, sleep on the job, or throw garbage out the window of 
their mercedes. Who's going to see? Who's going to give a 
fuck?!? 

Everybody is doing something else. They just happen 
to be here at the moment. 

STOT ®F wm 

BY TITANIUM 

The latest update from one of San Franciscos young 
Americans is an accumulation of different insights - put 
through a fairly clean sieve of interfyetation. As I have said 
once before - we see clearly the problems - except we also 
see that there are no solutions. But that does not stop me or 
any other reasonably intelligent, informed person from 
continued pg. 9 col. 1 
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Dear Komotion "Agitator," 

Sorry I didn't send you a postcard, but I had a smashing time in London. It was great to get away from HERE 
for awhile. And the music! "niCTe's got to be more live music in London than any other city in the world ( at least 
for pop, punk, African, reggae, etc. ) 

The biggest thing at the moment, however, is hip-hop. I found this humorous, since I had just come from New 
York and there was not a beat box in sight I also remember sitting by the Thames one afternoon, listening to Radio 
London play George Clinton’s "One Nation Under a Groove," and Ae DJ saying "Man, that was fresh !" Wait a 
minute, I thought I was in London! ( For more on the English scene see letter in this issue. Some Lcsidoners 
writing to KOMOTION give an excellent overview of the haps there ). Just to make everyone here jealous I thought 
I'd give a brief description of the music I saw, and then focus on the show I found most inspiring, a punk show in 
Brixton with Conflict . 

...When I was in New York fca- a few days first, I saw calypso king and jM-ovacateur Black Stalin . With an 
audience of 1,000 ghetto Trinidadians and Rastas, it was a long way from Ashkenaz! Some friends friends also 
dragged me to "the" NY disco, the Tunnel. Yuk! So much posing, and I guess people like David Byrne go there... It 
really made me afpreciate Klub Komotion. 

...In London I saw the Poison Girls, who I've liked since the old days, and a strange group called Sax Machine 
with thirteen saxophones. The leader was an excellent female tenor sax player. 

...Saw Orchestra Jazira and a good reggae band called One Style . An aside - while being in Londext I started 
liking reggae again. People are doing inrrovative things with it musically, but mainly it feels closer to the culture. 
On the same bill was an intaesting group called State of Emergency, a band plus four dancers. They do a mix of 
modem, jazz, and stxne African dance. One piece featured the dancers alone, and the choreogre^y included spoke 
quotes from Malcolm X. 

...Saw a pop show at the Astoria. The headliner was a group called Immaculate Fools, who arc starting to get 
airplay on FM 105, but they were pretty fOTgettable. I liked the opening band. Lick the Tins ( great name ). They 
were Irish ( I think ) and folky souiiding, like Fairport Convention . 

...In a smaller club saw 4 new bands who were all really good. In general, the standard of music and 
performance seems much higher than in the US. My favorite was The Onan Brothers , a trio described as Celtic rock. 
Excellent playing, songs, and very political. I hear they're going to be cxi an upcoming compilation from 
Alternative Tentacles. 

The most exciting concert, however, was the big punk show with Conflict ( and ex-membas of Crass ) after 
which there was a riot Although I got disillusioned with punk around 1981, occasionally the politics, music, etc., 
can still be vital. This show was militant as hell to me, and an emotionally moving experience. The punk scene in 
London is very different from here. Since England is a few years ahead of the US in terms of being an imperialist 
power in decline, with severe domestic poverty, the punk scene has a whole different economic make-up and spirit 

The show itself was at the Brixton Academy. 3400 people showed up! At least half were extreme looking 
punks ( they call it "gothic" ). The cops were already there in f^cMce, with dogs, paddy wagons, even ambulances in 

continued pg. 5 c<d. 2 
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Dear Mat, 

It was great to hear from you - the memories of the 
mesmerizing Looters are still fresh in out minds. We even 
forked out three quid to buy the E.P., which is great stuff 
even though the productions a bit raff ( we wait for the CD 
version with glee ). 

OK, so what's happening in London? Clubbing ( and I 
don’t mean poor cute seals ) is ultra-popular at the moment. 
Delirium and The Opera House are packing them in in their 
thousands. Competitions to spot a stoned Boy George or a 
senile Joe Strummer are common. 

Musically, the beat is Hip-hop at its barest, and 
brilliant crossover stuff hke the Age of Chance's 'Kiss' and 
Hailbach's 'One Vision.' None of that liberal heavy-metal 
shit. 

Radicalism has died a death as Thatcher and Tebbit 
reach for the left-wing's jugular, and permanent relationships 
or celibacy are a must. Meanwhile, Moonlighting takes the 
ratings by storm. What is that LA Law shit? 

Big news. Big business. The Marquee is undergoing a 
fifteen million pounds rebuilding programme sponsored by 
our dear cousins The Bank of America. 

Thought KOMOTION was a great read - where the hell 
did you get the cash to be able to afford a desk-top 
computer? Don't tell me you've got a day job as a 
commodity broker. We were delighted to read 'Beat World' 
as it expressed similar views to my in-depth analysis of The 
Looters. 

Talking of articles, financial pressures has stopped us 
from bringing out an issue of ZINC for a while. 
Nevertheless, our bid for fame and fortune comes in the 
summer as ZINC-4 hits the streets. Well send you a copy 
and you're welcome to use anything from if Most of it's 
not punchy enough to be in KOMOTION but when we get 
the time we'll send you something dripping in blood and 
guts. 

We'll see you in London 

cheers 

lestyn 

The ZINC Crew 

lestyn 

Juliet 

Tim 

Adrian 

Enzo 

P.S. Let us know when you're coming to England so we can 
arrange our expensive continental holidays around your visit 

EDITOR'S NOTE - We don't have the cash for a desktop 
computer, but Titanium and I both have access to them, so 
she types and I do layout, etc. We print the finished issues 
off by sneaking into work cfter hours and using the xerox 
machines. KOMOTION is proudly produced by 
unauthorized use of other people's property - Looking 
forward to seeing ZINC in the mail - Reptile Brain. 


KOMOTION 

REPORT from pg. 4 

anticipation. They started arresting people in line for no 
reason. One cop asked a guy next to me a question, and 
when he said "what?," they hauled him away! This created 
very bad vibes, as you might well imagine. 

Inside were about 30 tables with all this pohtical 
literature - mostly anarchist stuff and animal liberation 
groups ( even one table that had our very own Anarchy 
Comics ). My first thought was that these tables would be 
completely ignores, like anything pohtical would be in the 
States. But I was shocked to see people rush to these tables, 
grab flyers, and start reading them right there! The others 
ran to get a "pint" first. Drinking heavily is a characteristic 
of English society that crosses all classes, styles, ages, etc. 

Before the first band, Thatcher on Acid . 4 video screens 
showed a collage of news and riot footage. The band erupted 
out of the video and was punk, but with a variety of mood 
and tempo, also exceUent players and songs. The sound and 
fighting was really good, too, and in the audience, there 
wasn't a "pit" or any of that bullshit 

The second act was a dread who did a kind of 
poetry/toasting with no music. Again, comparing the 
audience to here, I thought he'd get booed off the stage, or 
attacked for being something different. But to my 
amazement after his first piece, which was very militant, at 
least 1,00 punks raised theirs fists, yelling "YEAH!" It was 
stirring! One poem was "At the Station," about what goes 
down in the police station when the public isn't around. 
The last one he did, "Us and Them," was incredibly charged 
and the images real, with everyone together in the club, and 
the police and their dogs outside. 

Us and Them, Us and Them 

You must know your enemy from your friend 

Us and Them, Us and Them 

When will this ever end. 

...the enemy he outside, maybe inside 
but don't get paranoid... 

Later, I found out his name was Beniamin Zeohaniah . 

The video collage started again with a British news 
excerpt about the Brixton riots a few years ago, and when it 
said "...30 police men were injured" about 500 people 
cheered. TTie video concentrated on the strength of the 
rioters, not the oppressive actions of the state. When this 
excitement had built up. Conflict came on, joined by Steve 
Ignorant from Crass . The music was thrash punk, and the 
stance extremely militant throughout The audience knew 
most of the songs and frequently responded to the lyrics. At 
certain points, bright fights were pointed into the audience, 
making you feel like there already was a riot What a show! 

Actually, a riot situation couldn't have been better 
orchestrated - beginning with the "call to arms" type leaflets 
being distributed ( one is reprinted on pages 7&8 ), ending 
with the intensity of Conflict , but also created by the cops 
who met the 3,500 people leaving the show with a force of 
continued pg. 6 col. 2 
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and I'm sitting in this 24-hour gas station, 

somewhere between Berkeley and San Jose. I woke 

up just in time to miss running over the pumps. I 
need to get out of the car - maybe I'll piss or get a 
drink or something... Everything's outlined in black, 
it looks like one of those old TV shows, makes me 
wish someone would Just throw the whole mess out, 
it hurts my eyes so much. What is this crsp in my 

veins? It can't be any worse than the crap they're 

trying to put in my brains. Tm out of the car now and 
the ground feels weak under my feet, like paper. 
There's a fire on the other side of 880. What is it? 
Garbage? Trash? Human trash? Niggers, wogs, 
spies, slopes, wetbacks - who knows who's getting 
burned to fill my gas tank. There's fires all over the 
goddamned place. In the Ministry of Love minds are 
being dissected, in the Ministry of Peace wars are 
being directed, in the Ministry of Truth lies are being 
perfected. Who are we burning today? Everybody 
else seems to be asleep and it's pissing me off. The 
coffee is good, but it costs too much. Maybe we need 
to gouge out the eyes of a few more campesinos, rape 
a few more of their women. Slit enough of their 
children's bellies and the price is bound to come down. 
Who are we burning today? Everybody else seems to 
be asleep and it's pissing me off. Wake upl Don't you 
know your pillows are stuffed with bones, that there 
are faces in your lampshades? Look at these fucking 
houses - / want to see them all flat and smoking, it's 
time to bring the war home! If you want that 
car/pool/hot tub/house/shit you gotta pay in world- 
class currency - you gotta pay in bhod and shit and 
suffering and death. You gotta pay with your eyes, 
with your family's lives. It's pig blood in the gutters 
and human flesh on the plate on Union Street. Your 
smug happiness boils my blood and fills my heart with 
hatred. I want to kill you for the rage you inflict on 
my mind - what's a little more murder? I've got so 
much blood on my hands from just living here that I 
could finger paint forever. It's 4:00 AM. Everybody 
else seems to be asleep and it's pissing me off. It's 
4:00 AM and I want to know who I'm burning today. 

REPTILE BRAIN 


REPORT from pg. 5 

300 in riot gear. I can't tell you exactly what happened, 
since I chose to avoid the clash this time - I hardly knew 
where I was or what to expect. Later, I learned that 8 police 
were injured, 52 Conflict fans arrested, and 30,000 Pounds ( 
about $50,000 ) worth of damage done. 

In an article the following week in Melody Maker , one 
of Conflict ’s members blamed the violence on "outside 
agitators." This didn't jibe with what I saw. Maybe they 
have to protect themselves, since they've already experienced 
a lot of police harassment. The article also said all of the 
people arrested live outside of London ( so what! ), "many 
from Devon, Winchester, and Weymouth - areas with active 
anarchist groups." It concluded by saying, "There have been 
riots at previous Conflict gigs in Edinburgh, Leeds, and 
Kingston.” All I can add to this is that I found it hell of 
inspiring. It's one of the best feelings in the world to be in 
a situation where people feel united and strong 
spontaneously. 

In general, I thought people in London had a more 
active relationship with society. I’m not saying the "grass 
is greener," just that it hurts to see even more vividly the 
alienation people experience here. One person I met who 
had traveled throughout the US said he's never seen a 
country where the people seem less alive. Although I 
haven't been to a lot of different countries, I think I know 
what he means. It's funny that everyone here is so 
brainwashed they even think they're happy. Too bad you 
only have to scratch the surface ( "Blue Velvet" comes to 
mind... ), to see the poverty that exists in this country - a 
poverty of spirit much wcffse than economic conditions. 

Love and keep the Faith, 

Rad. 

P.S. Margaret says "hi" and wants us to know she thinks 
KOMOTION is lovely. 

We lay back and laughed 
passion spent 
fires dulled now and cold 
on the living room floor 

Love like a song 
the lyric sweet and pure 
in the midst of a thunderstorm 
cleansing -the rain fell 
big drops - 
our minds wandered 
And we lay back and laughed 
in the halls of the mountain Kings 

Too bad we're not outside 
primal - devoid of pretensions 
pagan rituals - 

dancing while the lightning flashes 
naked in the white light 
we lay back and laughed. 

ELEKTRA 
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Every day of our lives we are surrounded by the same old shit that we are being 
constantly told we must accept, that there is no alternative. From the poverty and 
humiliation of the dole to the boredom and tedium of jobs, from the ruthless brutality 
of the cops' truncheons to the petty prejudices that separate us from each other, from 
the mass starvation in Africa and elsewhere to the continual wail of adverts trying to 
perusade us to buy useless commodities while millions of people are slowly starving to 
death... It's fucking sick - isn't it about time that we gave the fuckers who run this 
sick society a good kicking and stopped this shit once and for all? 

But, hang on. isn't tonight the famed GATHERING OF THE 5000? ^ night to forget our 
troubles, a night to enjoy ourselves, a night to forget about our poverty, a n,ght to 
forget about the fucking cops, a night for forgetting ■■ ■ 

BUT PUNK WAS NEVER SUPPOSED TO BE ABOUT FORGETTING. 


And nov a brief history lesson fron a revclutionari' point of view; vnen pur_-'. 
y.ploded out, it was all about challenging the same old shit, rejecting the ways 
EUtposed to behave. But that was a long time ago. IJowadays , punu; has beccme t.iO 
tus'quo, crmnlete with 'dnifcrms of leather Jackets, steel stuas, ragged geane^^^ 
cloured'nohicar.s , circled (?s that mean as much as 'The S'un'. Ar;a they thir.^-. t.nat 
'not conforming. BOLLoChS . We stand obediently below our heroes, dumbly sir.ging 
s the same old chords crash cut, screaming defiance but meaning notning. is 

s as threat-enir.g as Tescos. 

"Direct action is what achieves change, not miming to words" 

(from another Conflict sermon, but at least it says ^ 

f the truth - shall we mime along to this one tonight, y 



EAT THE RICH 


... 

This is the spectacle of conflict - we are the dumb spectators, thirwcing t.iS. we 
are really radical but behaving within the limits of everyday society. If puni; was real.> 
such a threat, the state with its bully boys, the police, wcuiQ have smasned it year.^ 
ago as they did to the miners, the printworkers , the inner city kids. But puiu^ .s a.^ 
shouting defiance but doing nothing, crying for freedom, but repressing our own desires, 
refusing to express what we really feel. From Conflict to Coronation Street, it is a.l 
one big snectacle. The essential spirit of punk (soon swamped by big business group 

conformasm) the urge to rebel against an intolerable social reality com.posed of 

boredom, boredom, and more boredom has been lost. 


r 


"We're so bored. 


(an anthem that means so much - four words that Ttean 
so much more than the collected works of Harx) . 


Inside we will throw ourselves around and fight over who's got the bigge.'-t 
rchican... outside the cops will wait, standing in evil silence, dying for a chance to 
break a few punk heads .. .inside we will treat each other like shit ral her than li.-.e 
the loving, caring, sharing humvin beings that we really arc (and claim to c, sa.e i 
our ghettos)... outside the forces of capital will continue, as ever, to impose more 
poverty (did you know that the dole is being cut soon?), more tedium; (did you knoi. that 
Lem; loved people are going to be forced to take Jobs like street sweeping for no e xtra 
^neL)! more repre.ssion (ask the cops about Clinton McCurbin they strangled him to 
death in Wolverhampton sho;iping centre in .January of this yeai ) 
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ENOUGH IS ENOUGH 
YOU FUCKERS 

fror, Poland to Waj-i inc, fron, Nicararun to Brijfton, people are aavinr. FJa 0'^’ 

TIKE-1 OF YOUR FUCKIIil SHIT". Everwhcre , people are rebellinp, in snail vays and r,r(-<iF 
vays:..fror. shopliftinr at Salevays to e.ecutinc PC BlaP.elock fron 

because they vant control over their livinf space to burninp down a bard., fr...- c.i.llenpint 
inrr&iried attitudes like sexisn and racisn that help to keep us apart to coilec-ivc > 
gcinc on strike, beating up scabs, attacking the cops, rioting in v.^ares .ron 
deveLping lirl'.s between each other to create a supportive com-or.ity to smashing a rich 

rolle-royce. 


"burn it down" 

(what more can be said 


a crucial statement) 



"All one more pnlirrntun and ) ou conir in Itt hi d. 


The way has been shown by all those resisting 

and fighting back against this shit 

Why don’t we all join in and have ourselves 
a real party? Instead of lying scurri polit- 
icians or power-mad parties, lets have a 
FESTIVAL OF THE DISPOSSESSED .. .a festival 
of riots, sabotage, strikes, hugs, apple 
crumble, no-go areas, burnt-down buildings 
...a festival of love and anger where we 
can start to truely discover our desires. 


But we are never going to have a really joyous festival u-n..-^ wc ha\c Dr...e.. 
dowT. the ba-riers that separate us from each other, ur.til we J.ave accejtea each o .^er 
as an equal and respected individual. We must be together - it is no good s,.*it.int, 
ourselves ofc vitn different labels, whether they be punk, vegan, squatter, trace 
urdonist, gLv, male, white.. .or whatever. That's what our enemies, the bosses, the cops, 
the politicians want: divided so that they can rule our 

what to do, carry on expecting us to put up with the unacceptable. We h^^e t„ be 

one whole, the working class, that sroshes their shit back into their .aces. 

"They've got the guns , but we’ve got the numbers" 

(rather than being a line, lets make it true for once) 


swin finn r^^ 


In our lives, in our homes, in our streets, in our offices, in our factories, in our 
fields, the war is on; we either die, repressed into mere silenced objects, crushed by 
the state, starved by the rich, surrounded by useless commodities, cannon-fodder for 
their next war... or we FIGHT to totally destroy everything that is destroying us. 

"Jn a society that has destroyed all forms of adventure, the only adventure is to destroy 
that society" lets make it true go for it. . .together as one tonight 


Thif 


ir. a merraf' 


froTi Hj*-- 


courtery of Keitlj "beads on sticks" EJakelocK. 
II.* cojiyrif^ht. , ncvri . . . Ai’ri ] 


ATTACK ATTACK ATTACK 


8 




KOMOTION 


JULY 1987 

7E1S AVAtLAMLB 

Submit material to: 

KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL 
P.O. BOX 410502 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 

94141-0502 

[F@l ©m [LWELV 


BY AK47 

Hey, Guy, you tall one standin' over there. 

Yeah, well, you're in my space. 

What? Yeah, I fuckin' paid for it. 

Look, see I got my purple ticket an' it says 
right here "this is my place." See? 

So I wanna know how come you standin' in my place now? 

Yo feet don't even fit right an' yo' 
ass, well, shit, it's almost touchin' ground. 

Ah man, you got that real smooth place all dirty 
and scratched up. Shit! 

What you got on the bottom of dem shoes, ugh? 

Move aside Mr. Tall guy cuz you really in my spiace now an’ I'm a-gitten' mad. 

I tell you, you ain't gonna like it when I git real mad, 
an' mo mad. You ain't gonna like it 
See, my place an' me we work together. 

We knows each others ways. We got this real tight pact 
we call, "A Place-Person" contract An' no one, 
not even you Mr. Tall guy, is gonna break this contract 
before me an' my place 

break the hell outa yo' tall-lanky-stinkin'-shit-ugly bones! 

Okay, I'm takin' off my shoes an' yeah, look, my place 
gitten' real red under yo' feet. OOh-ooh yo' in fo' it 
MOVE. MOVE. MOVE. 

I got my bare feet standin' on this ground, this 
empty ground. 

Man, all I want is my space to be on. 

To be on an’ sing. An' you juz smilin' at me-aoh hell, 
you juz fine standin' there ain't you. 

You juz don't care bout nuthin', bout no coIots- 
yeah, I heard you say you juz hate the color red! 

Well, fuck you, cuz yo' neck as red as my place 
an’ redder. Yeah, 

fuck you. 

WAY from pg. 3 

thinking about other, less peaceful countries - or from laughing at our own. 

Needless to say - 1 count my blessings that there is peace in my immediate 
surroundings - but fortunately that does not make me numb to the rest of the 
world. I feel guilty that my own government, or more specifically, our President, 
refuses to be honest about his intentions. It usually gets down to the fact that 
"No, we are not happy, goddamn it!" But instead of attempting to use our 
abilities to become active agents of change, we become obsessed with mundane 
thoughts of love or loneliness ( which are potentially useless emotions ). And 
love and loneliness seem to be our biggest concerns - That's great, but stay the 
fuck out of my way. I've got a purpose... I want to see changes, I want to be a 
part of this world and stop its downfall. 


WEE©®S^J0E TO 


BY DEIDRE OF THE SORROWS 

Welcome to South Africa! And 
what a lovely place it is. Why, we’ve 
got luxury hotels, beautiful beaches, 
great golf courses... Oh, what’s that 
you say, you're BLACK?!? Well, in 
that case, for you, we have a few 
hundred oppressive laws by which you 
must live your life. For instance: you 
are forbidden to vote, you are forbidden 
to do certain types of work, you are 
forbidden to form trade unions, you are 
forbidden to use the same elevator as 
white folk do and, for that matter, you 
are forbidden to piss in the same 
toilets as whites! Oh, but you are 
married to a white? Well, that's too 
bad. You should know that interracial 
relationships are a no-no here too. 
And we better not catch you living in 
a designated "white" area, because if 
we do, you get evicted and have no 
claim to that property whether you 
invested your life savings in it or not. 

What do you mean we can't do 
this? Of course we can do this! We 
are the South African Government. 
We hold all the power here and we can 
do whatever we bloody well please! 

Revolution!?! Dcm't be 

ridiculous! So big deal if there are 
over 20 million peqtle suffering under 
our rigid Apartheid laws, with only 4 
million "representatives" creating and 
enforcing such laws. After all, we 
have the money, we have the guns, we 
have the United States supporting us 
economically... That is, we have the 
US supporting us unless someone 
takes a look at what is going on and 
decides to pressure that silly American 
government into completely divesting? 
Nah! It'll never 
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Winston Smith is best known for canplementing the 
albums of the internationally celebrated punk rock 
group Dead Kennedys. After six years of studying art 
in Rone and Florence, Winston moved to San Francisco 
where he began making posters and flyers for punk rock 
bands in the late seventies. Today his work has become 
one of the trademarks of the city's punk ccranunity. 

Aided by his partner Jayed Scotti ' s photocopy/art 
gallery, the Copy Rose, Winston has been able to enlarge 
his work through a mosaic process using color Xerox. 
The results are as tremendous as the murals of the 
Renaissance. The content is relentlessly social and 
political narrative, often offering the relief of seme 
pretty dark, but terribly good humor. The observer 
of a show is drawn into another world; a bizarre and 
surreal planet woven of the fantastic, the intolerable, 
the absurd and the horrible — horrible because one 
realizes it is the world we have created. 

For the past seven years Winston anith has lived in 
his cabin isolated in the ranote Northern California 
woodlands, working by the light of Kerosene lamps under 
nineteenth century conditions. 

For those v^o would like more of Winston Shiith's art, 
a magazine put out by Fallout Publications has been 
dedicated exclusively to his work. For a copy send 
$1.50 plus .75 handling to Alternative Tentacles Records 
P.O. Box 11458 San Francisco, Ca. 94101. 
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THE SPOILS OF WAR 
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CHRISTMAS TIME FOR THE ARMS MERCHANTS 
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BY RAIN IN FACE 


BY REPTILE BRAIN 


Inform yourself. Inform others. Discovery is one of the most joyous and 
human experiences. 

ORIGINS: Richard Leakey 

Evolution is a fact Anthropology is the study of human evolution. This 
book, written by one of the worlds leading anthropologists, examines our 
common ancestry and the foundations of all human society. In simple, down-to- 
earth language it demolishes the myths of religion, racism, and human nature. It 
demonstrates, on the basis of scientific evidence, that it was cooperation that led 
to the emergence and propagation of the human species, and it is cooperation that 
will enable us to survive. 

Ironically, this book, published in 1977, is out of print and difficult to find. 
If you find it, share it. 

BURY MY HEART AT WOUNDED KNEE: Dee Brown 

Proud to be an American? This book will show you how vain and despicable 
such pride is - and how false ! History, it is said, is written by the victors. That's 
one of those phrases that contains some truth, passes itself off as great wisdom, 
but at root is bullshit. This book lays bare the struggle between the "civilized" 
"frontiersman" and the "uncivilized" "savages" (noble or heathen, depending on 
which church you attended). It tells the story from the point of view of the 
Indians in the process of resisting the onslaught of the settlers and their armies. It 
reveals the roots of Oliver North's psychopathic mentality and the dark shame that 
lurks in the shadows of the American consciousness. But, most important, it 
vindicates the struggle of the Indians. Yes, they were conquered, but out of the 
sadness (I cried reading this book) emerges a sense of outrage. Outrage that led me 
to see the deep lesson of the Indian's resistance: this is not a struggle between 
nations and races, civilized and uncivilized. It is a struggle between justice and 
injustice, truth and falsehood, humanity and inhumanity. Because the Custers, the 
John Waynes, the Hitlers, the Bothas, all truly hate humanity, or they couldn't do 


The defense of freedom is one of 
the commonest justifications our 
govemment/society uses to explain its 
actions. How many times did we hear 
it cited during the Iran-Contra 
hearings? Yet it seems clear to many 
of us that the defense of freedom 
means defending freedom from the 
people who are supposed to have it, 
or, even more, defending the freedom 
of the upper classes to "rob and 
exploit" everyone else, what Noam 
Chomsky refers to as the "fifth 
freedom." Yes, the big bad guys are 
out there in their black Stetsons. 
Unfortunately, it isn't as obtrusive as 
that We have an "open and free" 
society, so the methods of control, 
though simple, must be as subtle and 
unnoticable as possible, because, if 
you know the tricks, you are free from 
their power. 

So here's issue number four, the 
KOMOTION GUIDE TO FREEDOM 
AND HOW WE DEFEND IT. Defend 
it from who, and for who? Give it a 
read, and see what you think... 

Otherwise, there's a new section 
called "Free for All," which is devoted 
exclusively to items that have been 
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BY S&M 


BY REPTILE BRAIN 

Goddamn, I sure as shit am glad 
that we finally have found a HERO for 
the American people to worship! God 
knows, Rambo tried to fill the gaps 
that the truth had made, but he was, 
after all, only a figment of someone's 
imagination, played poorly by a 
slurring ex-pomo star. Ollie North is 
much better! He's for real! He's a 
Man with a plan, takin' a stand, 
fightin' to defend our sacred homeland! 
He's a poet, an he don't know it! I 
mean, we gotta stand up for what 
America's all about; FREEDUMB! 
DEMOCRASSY! All defended by our 
strongest agent, PVT. ENTERPRISE! 

Whew! Sure am glad that's 
over... Sorry about that, folks, of 
Reptile Brain just gets hisself caught 
up in the Zeitgeist from time to time, 
and sometimes it just gets a bit 
messy. Well, what do you expect 
from an arrogant bundle of nerves, 
responsible for the worst aspects of 
human behavior? Unfortunately, 
there's a little Reptile Brain in every 
human walking on the face of the 
earth, which makes it easy for the 
dinosaurs on top to get us all caught 
continued pg. 5 col. 3 


They learned a long time ago, right here in the USA, that books by 
themselves are pretty harmless. Most anything with the cash behind it (including 
this newsletter) can be published. In fact, published works can be a great way of 
finding out just who they'll need to harass if things get out of their control. 
Either accidentally, or, more likely, cunningly clever, they recognized at the dawn 
of the media era, that personal images are more of a force than written words. 

So welcome the McCarren-Walter act Enacted in the red-baiting years of the 
early '50s, this law permits the discretionary refusal of entry visas to anyone 
deemed: a Communist; a terrorist; or, the all inclusive category "prejudicial to the 
public interest" Among those restricted are the last four Nobel Prize winners for 
literature from Latin America: Angel Asturias, Pablo Neruda, and Gabriel Garcia 
Marquez. 

continued pg. 4 col. 1 
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BY RAD CHICK 

THE ALIENS HA'VE LANDED (AND THEY LOOK JUST LIKE US) 

Did you hear this frightening rumor - that our lives are being controlled and 
monitored from a computer in the basement of CIA headquarters? Supposedly 
since the 50's, when babies are bom and a doctor slaps them, he is actually 
placing an indetectable microchip into their skin. 

(...this ain't true, but you know what's really frightening? They don’t even 
need microchips!) 

TOUCH YOURSELF 

Loss of control in society begins with the body itself. The history of 
religion, from Catholicism to Islam, is a history of enslavement of the body, of 
women, and a total disfigurement of natural processes. All the major religions of 
the world control the individual through threat of damnation, they are completely 

continued pg. 4 col. 3 
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To limit the debate in the US 
eonccrning behavior in the Imperial 
Colonics, only those with views 
supporting the official line are allowed 
in. While our TV screens are filled 
with the likes of Ollie North and 
Richard Secord (who admitted to 
gaining his expertise in central 
America from spending a total of 16 
hours there) intellectuals, writers, and 
common people vcith contrary views 
,ire kept away from the American 
public. How many times have you 
seen one right winger argue with 
another right winger in the name of a 
spirited debate alx'ut the issues? 

'America is a one-party state with 
two right wings; the Republicans and 
the Democrats," said Gore Vidal. 
McCarren-Walter helps assure that no 
other side is heard. Dissident 
undesirables excluded from the US in 
recent \cars include a group of 
Japanese Buddhist Monks desiring to 
join a L N conference on disarmament, 
a N.ATO general critical of the US 
military buildup (!), a representative of 
die Irish Provisional .Army, and a 
pea,.'e and human rights group from El 
Sahador. Tomas Borge, Minister of 
the Interior of Nicaragua, was denied 
permission to accept speaking 
engagemenLs at .American universities, 
while the front men for the murderous 
Contra .Army (well fed on their CIA 
pa\ rolls) appear on US television 
unanswered. 

Excluding dissident intellectuals 
and political activists isn't enough. 
Fearful, no doubt, of overtly political 
musicians from both the third world 
and Europe, new restrictions are now 
being imposed on musicians wishing 
to perform in the US. In the name of 
protecting the jobs of American 
musicians, severe new regulations 
have been implemented. These 
regulations restrict work visas for 
foreign musicians to only the big 
names who, by and large, are relatively 
innocuous. Smaller acts, without a 
large following (and undesirable 
political opinions) will be denied 
access to American ears and the chance 
for Americans, both artists and non- 
artists, to exchange information about 
what is really going on in their 
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tied to reactionary ideas and the worst 
political regimes. Even if you're a 
non-religious Californian in 1987, 
these age-old religions and customs 
form a web of accepted behavior that 
affects all of us. The biggest target of 
these religious/political institutions is 
sex (sexual pleasure, that is) because 
there's a relationship between knowing 
your own body and exercising your 
will in society. 

What happens to a biological 
organism (that's what we humans are, 
you know) whose basic physical needs 
are perpetually inhibited? One theory 
is that obstructing normal biological 
functions can create cancer and other 
physical problems, but the mind is 
equally affected in the form of 
neuroses, complexes, etc. (Wilhelm 
Reich). Basically, people are sick, and 
go through their lives seeking 
gratification from external sources, 
whether it's a big car, fame, or the 
need to be politically correct. Even 
fascism is created not only by the 
rulers over the ruled, but the rulers 
also create the rulers. Doesn't 
every'one want to be saved or delivered 
by a superhuman person who is 
everything we are not, preferably a 
person as close to god as possible... 
RATED G 

Once upon a time the sun and the 
wind were bragging to each other 
about who was the stronger. Spying a 
traveler walking on the road below, 
they came up with a contest to test 
their power The young man was 
wearing a cloak, and they wanted to 
see which of them could get the cloak 
off his shoulders. 

The wind went first and started 
blowing at the traveler with all his 
might. But the harder the wind blew, 
the more the traveller resisted, 
grasping the cloak tightly around him. 
The wind blew so hard, the man could 
barely walk, but he held tighter and 
tighter to the cloak. 

It was the sun's turn next, who 
began shinning gently on the traveller. 
At first nothing appeared to happen, 
but the man's grip relaxed on the 
cloak. The sun kept shinning down 
on the man. Eventually, the traveller 

continued pg. 6 coL 1 



countries. 

It won't stop here. In the fifties, 
playwright Arthur Miller was denied 
the right to leave the US for fear he 
would tell the world what was going 
on here. When will the first overtly 
political .American band be stripped of 
the right to free travel? Will the 
Looters be first? Is Jello Biafra's 
incaceration the first warning shot? 

Make no mistake about it, the 
same forces that shaped the McCarthy 
era are at work today. Isolationist 
fascism in service of a brutal imperial 
force. A whole generation of 
Americans have been denied a clear 
view of the US role in the world by 
McCarren-Walter. Only art, for many 
people, has broken through this barbed 
wire of silence, and this voice too, 
may soon be muted. 
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the things they do. And, ultimately, it is a love of life, of fellowship, of resisting 
oppression that humanity. 

THE DISPOSSESSED: Ursula UGuin 

So, what happens when we win? All revolution-inspired people ask this 
question. When sexual and class conflicts that dominate our lives right now are 
resolved when people have liberated themselves from prejudicial, tradition-bound 
ways of thinking; when people view their society from the standpoint of willing 
members instead of prisoners; what conflicts arise? What is the relationship 
between this new way of living and the old way, that continues to exists on 
another, neighboring world? What do walls do regardless of who builds them, and 
with what intentions? 

History is not a fairy tale with the heroes living happily ever after. The 
revolutionizing of society is a never-ending process, and a way of life. 

FLAG FOR SrNRI.SE: Robert Stone 

This is an amoral society run by immoral people in the name of civilized 
morality. Any atrocity you can possibly imagine has been committed and then 
some. These are fact, not opinions. Any newspaper, anywhere, contains the 
evidence. 

In a tale as bleak as the arctic ice, and teeming with life as the jungle in 
which it takes place, the author plunges headlong into lost faith and betrayal, 
disease and debauch, murder and suicide and crime as justice. Our world, our 
modem, fucking world. 

Somehow, out of the cesspool emerges an underlying current of energy; 
whatever it is that drives us on through all this; beyond hope, beyond despair; a 
flag for sunrise. (Yet another book that's out of print! Find it, it's worth it!) 

LENNY BRUCE: Lenny Bruce (an autobiography - how to talk dirty and 
influence people, not to be confused with Albert Goldmans hatchet job of the 
same name!) 

This man was a great artist and social critic. He was d destroyed by the 
system that he mercilessly and eloquently attacked. His ridicule of hypocrisy and 
injustice cut to the bone. He was dangerous. 

He was also effective. Many of the things for which he was persecuted are 
now common fare in the acts of comics throughout the world. Much that he 
exposed has lost its sway over people's thinking, and we are all better for it 

As Kenneth Tynan's forward summarizes, Lenny's message was "simple and 
basic; whatever releases people and brings them together is good, whatever 
confines and separates them is bad." 

Let this book be an introduction to an attitude and a life. Take any and every 
opportunity to see and hear his work. He's as relevant and exciting today as when 
he prowled the dark alleys of the modem psyches - in the flesh! 

P.S.: The Jello Biafra case is the latest battle-front in this continuing war. 
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up in things from time to time. 

What are the tricks are used to 
keep us in line? They must be pretty 
subtle, as our society is still a pretty 
open one. And, to keep them subtle, 
they are probably pretty simple, too, 
since, the bigger something is, the 
harder it is to hide. And, indeed, there 
are just two tricks in this bag: Control 
of the language of debate, or what 
Orwell would caU "Newspeak" and 
"doublethink"; and a certain brand of 
Snake-Oil sales techniques that 
William S. Burroughs calls the "Nova 
Technique." These tricks succeed 
because they are built into the very 
fabric of our social stmcture, rather 
than conspicuously performed by 
single individuals. 

For instance, just look at all the 
pieces of shit that are floating up in 
the Iran-Contra business, in spite of 
the best efforts of the Administration, 
the CIA, and Congress to downplay 
this gang of corrupt fucks. Well, they 
wanted to be big rock stars, with 
power lunches and Fawn Hall sucking 
them off under the table, and look 
what happened. If they'd played it a 
bit more low key, they would never 
have been caught. Even at this, 
however, the first trick may still save 
these dogs from the miserable deaths 
they all deserve. The raw material of 
Ollie North, criminal megalomaniac 
and paranoid, can be refined into the 
finished product of Col. Oliver North, 
selfless patriot willing to sacrifice his 
career and future for his country, with 
the first trick - control of the language 
of debate. The issues "investigated" 
by the committees were "where did the 
money go," and "what specific laws 
may have been violated." The true 
cause of the whole wretched mess, US 
foreign policy, its goals, and the 
methods used to achieve them, was 
never discussed, because, after all, 
we're dealing with the fight apain<;t 
communism here! 

That's right - ever since the late 
'30s, and especially since the fifties, 
the fight against communism has been 
the public lynchpin of US foreign 
policy. Never mind that the real 
motivations of our international 
continued pg. 7 col. 1 
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BY REPTILE BRAIN 


And The Truth’s Rolled On in the Iran-Contra hearings. Reptile Brain, your ever- vigilant reporter and 
pungent social commentator was pretty amazed at the woridngs of our marvelous system of government Ever glad 
to share my hard-earned knowledge, I have summarized the hearings, and generated the "generic" transcript that 
follows, as Kongressmen A and B try to pry the FACTS out of Administration Flunky X: 

KONGRESSMAN A: Mr. Administration Flunky Sir, what did you do with the money left over from the sale 
of bogus condoms the those camel jockeys? 

ADMINISTRATION FLUNKY X: I've done my duty to my country as I saw fit, and if Congress hadn’t been so 
weak-kneed about this whole thing, decent Americans like myself would never have had to risk our 
financial security in this wcty. 

KONGRESSMAN A: I'd just like to add that it's been a pleasure speaking to such a dedicated and moral man. 

No further questions. 

Here comes Kongressman B. Maybe he can dig up some interesting FACTS; 

KONGRESSMAN B: My God it make me wanna weep every time I think of how we're making you sujfer, not 
to mention the wife and kids, if only there were more Americans like you, ready to do anything for their 
country, unappreciated by an ignorant public and harass by wimps in the capital, enough to make an honest 
sailor shudder, now I gotta ask a few question before I cum in my pants. Don't you feel it would be better 
if we let people like you do whatever you wanted an jus keep our noses out? 

ADMINISTRATION FLUNKY X: Yes Sir, I do. 

KONGRESSMAN B: So do I. No further questions, but I'd just like to add that it make me wanna weep ... 

by the whole thing myself... 

Of course, there are some things to be happy 
about... For instance, we got a letter from someone called 
Miss Take, who claimed that KOMOTION KLUB was just 
a place to get drunk and laid. While this seems like pretty 
good news to me, she seemed to be angry and bitter about 
the whole thing. Problem is, I think she's mistaken, 
because Reptile Brain has never managed to get laid at 
KOMOTION, and it isn't through want of trying, either! If 
any of you chicks out there feel otherwise, and would like to 
prove me wrong, just try, I dare ya! We'll print the whole 
text of her letter in our next issue, which is, like we said in 
KONCEPT, aU about SEX. 

And that Plutarch guy was pretty OK, too... 
Reptile Brain stumbles across all sorts of stuff as he crawls 
through life. He stumbled across this quote from Plutarch, 
the Greek historian, while looking at dead Egyptians a 
couple of weeks ago. The quote refers to the practice of 
using "Sistrums," or rattles, in the worship of the goddess 
Isis. Plutarch was looking at live Egyptians when he wrote 
this, so try to keep it straight 

"The Sistrum, too, shows that things must be shaken 
and never cease from motion, but be, as it were, aroused and 
stirred up when they slumber- showing that when corruption 
has tied fast and brought to a standstill, generation again 
unlooses and restores nature by means of motion." 

Sounds like "Shuttup and dance" to me! 

And now, a word about attempted murder - As I 
write this, Brian Wilson is in a hospital in Concord, CA, 
having lost both legs and suffered severe injuries at the 
hands of the US Government on Tuesday, Sept 1. Brian, a 
decorated Vietnam Vet, whose experiences in 'Nam taught 

continued pg. 9 col. 2 


And indeed, the truth was rolled on, and I feel pretty rolled 
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removed the cloak himself. 

YOU HAVE NO ONE TO BLAME BUT YOURSELF 

Force exists as a method of control, but it's being 
replaced throughout the world by subtler methods. Just for a 
moment, picture the most controlled society you can imagine. 
What would people be like, what rules and conditions would 
they hve under? Would this society look like Orwell's 1984 . 
Nazi Germany, a South American dictatorship? These are 
certainly repressed societies, but wouldn’t the most perfect 
form of control exist if everyone believed there was no 
control , that everything they did was "free will," that they 
were, in fact, completely free? (sounds familiar?) 

As an example, take the "Horatio Alger" belief, that 
anyone can make it in America or even be president if they 
have what it takes. We are indoctrinated with this view in 
school, and it's constantly reinforced in our society. But 
what happens to the majority of people who haven't "made 
it," who are in poverty etc.? Even if the deck is stacked 
against you, you still feel like it must be vour own fault . 
What a perfect mechanism to make people feel like utter 
failures, demolishing self-esteem so badly that one feels 
completely powerless, and gives up trying to do anything. 

YOUR LIVING ROOM 

The panopticon is an architectural arrangement for a 
prison. It's also a model. It consists of a large courtyard 
with a tower in the centa- surrounded by buildings which are 
divide into individual cells, facing the center. To the 
supervisor in the central tower, the inmate in each cell is 
perfectly individualized and constantly visible. This 
structure, this power, is continuous and anonymous. 

But the architectural perfection lies in the fact that even 
if there is no guard present, the ptower aprparatus stiU operates 

continued pg. 8 col. 1 
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behavior have been to force Imperial sent in to us. And there's also the usual rot from the usual lot By the way, our 

Economic relationships on the Third next issue is going to be about SEX. So if you have any interesting SEX 

World, and ruthlessly stamp out any stories, SEX jokes, SEX pictures, or SEXUAL material/ideas, send them in to 

dissenting natives that threaten our us, and we’ll be sure they show up on bathroom walls everywhere, 

control. As long as the people have And now, the last word about MEMBERSHIP. First of all, a big thanks 

the fiiiht against communism to aU the people who have written to us, sent us contributions, and newly joined, 

drummed into their heads, they will For the rest, because we had to cut out a lot of events in August, and we may have 

accept just about any warrior or missed you, we're extending our membership cut-off to the end of Septemba-. 

weapon on their side. A secondary However, this is the last mailing you will receive if you have not yet contacted us 

assumption is that fighting by mail (P.O. Box 410502, San Francisco, CA, 94141-0502). We've also 
communist tyranny is the end in itself, town. While the CIA flies cocaine in received a lot of questions about what 

no matter who we put in their place, for the Contras, Ed Meese is trying to the "policy" is, and what it means, 

so long as they don't talk to Moscow install a camera in every pissoir, so we !• The purpose of membership is 

or Beijing on the phone, they are won’t be able to cheat on the urine simply to find out if you want to be 

assumed to be freedom loving good tests that are necessary to protect the involved - coming to the parties and 

guys. So Ollie North, by carrying on fabric of society from rampant drug events, getting the newsletter in the 

the sacred and traditional fight, is use. While right-wing fascists use the mail, etc. We don't want to be 

forgiven for his transgressions, "death of the family" to justify their mailing stuff to people who don't give 

because he meant well, and was only demands for "moral" instruction in the a shit. At the same time, we're not 

doing what he should have done. And schools, they support the very trying to be the fucking Olympic Club - 

this succeeds because the concept of economic structures that make it exclusivity is the last thing we want 
communism as an acceptable social impossible for the traditional nuclear to be about, and we can't stand huge 
structure has all but been eradicated family to exist. The list goes on and lists of rules either. It also helps defer 

from the minds of the American on. The money in the bank is the the cost of mailing and printing this 

public, never mind the fact that power of life and death over the mass newsletter, as Reptile Brain can't 

Nicaragua has more political parties of humanity. The next town could be always sneak into work and print it off 
than we do, never mind the fact that martial law (Ollie had a plan, but the hours. 

there are communists holding elected congressmen weren't allowed to ask 2. Along these lines, if you want to 

office in all the NATO countries, and about it). Any time you hear some bring a guest or two, or your five 

never mind the fact that you can still authority figure crying out about some cousins from Duluth, yes, they can get 

go to almost any reasonable bookstore new "threat," and what we have to do in with you by just paying the regular 

or public library, and read up on what's to protect ourselves, look a little door charge. After they've realized 

really going on, as opposed to what closer, and you will usually find he's they can't live without us, they can 

the government and press are telling behind the threat, too. It’s a great way move to California, sign up, go to 

us. Control of the language of debate to keep people upset, off-balance, and, parties and receive this Agitprop rag 

has accomplished what an army of most of all, manageable. themselves. 

secret police and censors could never "The only way popular justice 3. Through updating our mailing list, 

do - it has made many ideas can truely be implemented, is for all we can find out conclusively if you’re 

"impossible to conceptualize," as facts to be made accessible to all still alive (and at the same address)! 

Orwell said. people" Michel Focault. Lucky for 4. If you have already sent us a check. 

In fact, that brings us to the us, the facts are still accessible. We and want your card mailed out, sorry, 

second trick, the "Nova Principle." can still print just about anything we our chewing gum and bailing wire 

"There's trouble in River City," said want (so long as it doesn't involve operation just isn't up to that. But 

Professor Harold Hill in The Music SEX, and we'll see how far we can get your name will be on our list, at the 

Man. And, singling out a pool hall, with that in the next issue), and we door, and you can pick the card up at 

he proceeds to build a beautiful scam, can still get our hands on information the next event you attend. If you've 

and loops in a whole town. "Well, about almost anything. We can still just tuned in, here's the basic info: 

this has all happened before," said find out the truth, if we don't mind a $2.(X) Membership - This gets 

William S. Burroughs. The Nova bit of digging. you on the mailing list for the 

Principle involves creating a problem. But the greatest power comes newsletter and events schedules. You 

selling the problem, selling the cure, from the fact that we don't need these will also get a membership card, 

and balancing both operations for as bastards who are trying to run our which must be shown at the door 

long as possible. When fatigue finally lives - we can do that for ourselves. when you come to events. You still 

sets in, and things start to fall apart But they need us, to run their pay for events. You can bring guests. 

(Going Nova, as Burroughs calls it), machines and fight their wars. And we This membership lasts for one year, 

just be sure you have the cash in will never need them. How much 

Switzerland, and your ass in the next more freedom can you have? continued pg. 9 col. 3 
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BY AK-47 

Americans come to Nicaragua everyday. The American left comes to 
Nicaragua. The American right comes too, but it is the left that is always 
searching for the perfect society: (the right has no search for utopia- it thinks it is 
its own haven). Ultra-conservative politicians come to Nicaragua- they also want 
a shot at making history, and Nicaragua is the new shooting range for the anti- 
communist wars. 

Americans, they come packaged, processed, and abundant: The liberal 
politicians come to Nicaragua- Jesse Jackson came, Hollywood comes with Shultz 
following close behind. Legal scholars, voracious white bastards, candidates for 
congress, and NBC- they alt come. Even North came to Nicaragua; okay, so he 
took an indirect route through Iran, but he still made it, and Iran, unknowingly, 
went and has not yet returned. 

Every goddamn fucking day these 'radical pilgrims' (as they see themselves) 
jet down to Managua and scurry about picking coffee beans, taking notes, aligning 
ideas, insults, and bombs, returning home feeling as though they have participated 
in the improvement of SOCIAL HISTORY. 

Oh yes, the improvement of social history- social history for whose meaning 
must these people be absolved- for their actions, be they left, right, center, 
bottom, or top, are EXCUSED!!! Their actions are excused and eventually 
forgotten because our beautiful America has laws that enforce forgetfulness- 
bccause out beautiful America has a judiciary system founded on lies, topped with 
excuses, and sprinkled once more with lies. In fact, it is the LAW OF PARDQN - 
which states: Those North Americans not yet learned in the topics of change, 
democracy, nor conquest, under the bourgeois code, shall be pardoned from any 
attempt or failure in altering the social history of a foreign country: section 
WHITE; pg -4. This is the law that enables us to pick the beans, drop the 
bombs, alter the truth, excuse ourselves, and eventually forget our damage. 

It is these kinds of laws, in this land of thought-out denial, that prevents us 
from ever understanding what the hell the IMPROVEMENT OF SOCIAL 
HISTORY is really all about 

What a fucking mess. 

17 REASONS from pg. 6 

effectively. The inmate cannot see whether or not the guard is in the tower, so he 
must behave as if surveillance is perpetual and total. If the prisoner is never sure 
when he is being observed, he becomes his own guardian. (Michel Foucault) 

I WANT OUT NOW (The Germs) 

A wall is being built, but it's not perfect. It's got holes and gaps. Sometimes 
ideas, cultural stuff and inspiration, slip through widening these gaps for a 
moment. 


0 ^mmuL ih 
FOSIH] 

BY FAMILY ANARCHIST 

With the Iran-Contra scandal 
winding down, it's my observation 
that there are some conclusions that 
may be reached about the situation: 

1) Public perception towards 
certain key witnesses (such as Col. 
Oliver North) is one of patriotic 
heroism. This goes to show once 
again that in the '80s how limited the 
general public's attention span has 
gotten. They can no longer 
distinguish moral or ethical behavior 
of our elected leaders, or the 
subordinates who actually push the 
bullshit. It also serves as a reminder 
that at this point in the American 
Culture, the majority of citizens could 
care less about how the country is 
being run, except to be told that "the 
ship is sailing smoothly." 

2) What can we make of 
President Reagan, telling us he 
wouldn't negotiate arms for hostages, 
while behind his back (yeah, really 
now) it was being done to no success. 
It's one thing to lie to the public, but 
it's pure audacity to come back and say 
that in his heart, he wasn't doing so. 
Once again, the public buys his 
repackaged lie. 

3) This points to the larger 
tragedy of this whole affair that 
American foreign policy has degraded 
to the point of shadows and lies. If 
the Administration and Congress can 
no longer work together to formulate 
our standing in the real world, we may 
all as well line up for clown status on 
the planet "Nuff Said. 
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It makes you wonder when... a 
part of the United States has 
Polynesian origins, and still people 
speak their native tongue. It makes 
you wonder... what the fuck are we 
doing in a land that speaks a foreign 
language? It makes you wonder when 
the island of Kahoolawe serves as a 
bombing range for the U.S. Navy... 
and the U.S. military controls one- 
fourth of all the land... and armed 
forces pour about S2 billion every year 
into the economy... it makes you 
wonder. When a beach is used for war 
games, and you have to call up and see 
if it's a day off for the combat crew, 
and safe to be catchin' a wave. Hell, it 
makes me wonder when someone tells 
me they found a few missiles just 
lying on the sand... and oil is still 
leaking into the Pacific from the USS 
Arizona, bombed in 1941... what 
about the fact that on December 6th 
(the day BEFORE) the Washington 
Post had written about the attack to 
come, and good of Roosevelt KNEW 
about it, and just let the bombing 
happen so the U.S. would finally have 
a good fuckin' reason to go to war. 
No shit Sherlock - it was the never 
concieved Irangale of 1941... It makes 
you wonder, doesn't it? 
okolemaluna (bottoms up!) and so is 
the surf. 

Miss Isle & Magnum P.I. 


TSilS SP^CE 
AVJLtLA^L^ 

For your ideas! 

Submit material, 
opinions, or offers of 
assistance to: 

KOMOTION 
INTERNATIONAL 
P.O. BOX 410502 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 
94141-0502 


KOLOSSAL 

FUCK-UP on A 



Sounds like a Mark Pauline event, 
huh? Well, it ain't, so crawl out from 
under that sofa and READ! Reptile 
Brain, your ever vigilant reporter and 
part-time typist, has completely 
goofed up part of the events schedule 
for September. For the Art 
Opening & Performance on the 
16th, the art is not by Celeste, but by 
Cheryl Chapman, an illustrator whose 
work is crazy color & jello design. 
Calabash humor in mixed media, and 
good to look at, too. Also on display 
will be works by Deborah Green, who 
dreams in watercolor, and who creates 
silkscreen prints that range from 
personal to political in scope. I got 
the part about HAJZALA right, 
somehow, so I won't repeat it here. 
Ho! 


SOCIETY from pg. 6 
him to hate war and violence, who 
returned his decorations to the US 
Government in protest of Contra 
funding, and who has participated in 
AntiWar, ProPeace activities across 
the nation, including last years hunger 
strike on the steps of the US capital, 
was participating in a peaceful 
demonstration at the Concord Naval 
Weapons Depot, when he was struck 
by a military train. The demonstration 
had been coordinated with the Navy, to 
avoid such accidents, yet the train was 
sent out, after the protestors were on 
the tracks, and made no attempt to 
stop, even though they were in clear 
view. This is the kind of freedom that 
Raygun wants to defend, freedom for 
the fist of the oppressor to strike down 
aU who oppose, or even question, his 
policies and goals. Remember Brian 
and his sacrifice, and fight for his kind 
of freedom, the freedom from fear, 
oppression, and terror. The freedom to 
be treated with honor and dignity. The 
freedom to be human. 



Regular contributors Orfeo, Rad. 
Chick, Reptile Brain, Rain in 
the Face, and S&M. Their Bio's 
have appeared in earlier issues, so we 
won't bore you with the details here. 
As far as newer contributors go, we 
have: 

AK-47 - An assault rifle 

manufactured in Russia. Used by 
most Communist countries, and 
favored also by the Contras, AK is a 
real killer, and not to be messed with. 
And, if she ever tries to get you to 
drink anything out of an eyedropper, 
don't do it! 

Family Anarchist - A 
manufacturing refugee with a runny 
nose. Once a rude boy with the 
penchant of creating sin where he 
walked, now is counting down the 
days to Armageddon while drinking 
Calistoga (berry flavor only) and 
waiting for the Giants to win the 
World Series. Would you bet on the 
Giants? 

Miss Isle - The pseudonym of a 
KOMOTION DJ who escaped our 
greedy hands, and tried to flee to an 
idyllic life in Hawaii with a famous 
TV star. Looks like the islands ain't 
quite the party she thought they would 
eh? 


KONCEPT from pg, 7 

S50.(X) Membership - Same as 
above, except admission to all events 
is FREE. That's right, FREE. Not 
that we're trying to pander, or 
anything, but FREE ADMISSION 
FOR A YEAR is something we hope 
you will notice. Have you notic^ 
yet? What, someone in back didn't 
hear? FREE ADMISSION FOR A 
YEAR! What's that? You want us to 
say it again? What, do you think we 
have no shame or something? 
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IDEAS IN KOMOTION 

- by William Edward Summers 

The North Mission is a jumbled mix of immigrants, refugees and bohemians in a 
setting of dilapidated Victorians and aged non- residential buildings. But this odd bit of 
city, which might be mistaken for urban blight, has long been a nourishing environment 
for artistic experiments. 

In this setting Komotion Cafe has taken root Rather than being a club in the usual 
sense, Komotion is in actuality a very obscure cultural center. It is a cooperative with all- 
volunteer labor and the home of around forty musicians who rehearse and record in the 
same building. There are also a number of writers who provide editorial material for the 
Komotion newsletter, developing ideas about cultural and political issues. Komotion has 
been in operation for several months but has managed to keep such a low profile that al- 
most no one knows of its existence. 

On my first visit I drove around the block twice because there was nothing that 
looked like a club or a cafe. After digging out the address and locating the front door I 
realized that this was a very a-typical situation and that the word cafe was inadequate for 
describing Komotion. 

Komotion Cafe has an element of suffocation in its architectural organization. Even 
the entrance is secreted away behind a facade which seems to indicate that the space is 
vacant and that construction work which may have taken place there in the past was left 
unfinished. The main room is buried deep within the building and is accessible only by 
passing through other rooms. 

After the entry, which consists of a desk and curtains, there is a space which is both 
a hallway and an art gallery. On this visit it was hung with large canvases with vaguely 
figurative images so vigorously painted that they seemed to leap out at the viewer. After 
the gallery is the main auditorium; it is a large room with twenty foot high ceilings and 
very little seating. The lighting is subdued and the interior finishes are conceived and as- 
sembled in a post-Frank Gehry mode. With reference to the design someone mentioned 
to me that the concept, in his opinion, was very post- apocalyptic. 

Many great events are happening at Komotion; a new development is the once-a- 
month film scries, the next film on January 9th is "The Balcony" by Jean Genet starring 
Leonard Nimoy, Shelly Winters and Peter Falk with music by Igor Stravinsky. This 
screening is to be followed by d.j. dancing, then music by local women’s bands onstage. 
It sounds like a very odd evening but typical of the unpredictability of the programming 
at Komotion. In January there will be a new art show, a new issue party for Processed 
World Magazine and other events TB A. Usually Komotion Cafe is open on Wednesdays 
in addition to weekend events, the newsletter or calendar is the only source of informa- 
tion about their schedule. 

On the evening of my visit I saw the Fillmore Four, which is a folk group featuring 
irony and tight harmonics. Comic Book Opera, an unusual group that is remotely jazzy, 
and Plateau, who make wonderful music on a wide variety oClw^uinents. 

Komotion Cafe is a positive alternative to the typical nightclub, it has the feeling 
of being just one step beyond being a private party but offers programs that are more 
cerebral than just drinking and dancing. It would be well worth the effort to get on their 
mailing list. 

KOMOTION is located at 2779 16th Street near Folsom. They apparently have no 
phone. For other January events, see the North Mission News Calendar. 
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BY RAIN IN THE FACE 

Caught in a crossfire. Collision of realities. Uniformed mystics selling you the meaning of life. Taking off in 
flying machines, landing in jungles where conquistadors and natives are still squaring off. 

Originally, some guy got out of his boat, stepped onto the beach, planted a flag in the sand and said the whole 
fucking place belonged to his king! How could this happen? It did. And the rest is, well you know, history? 

We're trying to make the connection that'll fix our struggle Jones. We know it's confrontation time. Don't have 
to go to Nicaragua to know that. The bottom is the bottom. That means everything else is up. And when you're 
looking at the backside of a bigshot, whatever flag he waves, the relationship is what you feel. Being shit on is the 
lot of the have nots and our kind lives in the international family of the original sin. 

The Looters are five nobodies from nowhere. We belong together because we created a language only we can 
speak. At the same time, we belong in Nicaragua because the people need to know that some noisy norteamericanos 
are on their side. (The youth of the world decided that loud, rhythmic, electric music was their own, true voice! What? 
You didn't hear about it? Well, prove me wrong!) 

I mean, let's face it, everybody in the world is magnetized by the mystique of AMERICA. Elvis might have 
been a redneck but he was a bent redneck. Write all you want to, Dave Marsh, but what Springsteen was about was 
never Glory Days but boring nights! The kids are alright because they found a way, for an instant, to deal with the 
most oppressive boredom in the history of human kind. And the release of excitement from the nova in your soul is 
one of those mysteries that keeps life interesting. 

There's something so incredibly suck ass about people who romanticize suffering and shake their heads in guilty 
wonder at the evils men do. "Have you ever been experienced? Well I have." Thank you, Jimi. And while it's 
righteous to be aware of the forces of cultural imperialism, don't be such a fool as to overlook the fact that a Fela's 
power or a Marley's power derives from a combination of elements emanating from this modem day ROME and 
from their native cultures. The world is a ghetto. Only the ignorant, the hypocritical and the old hide behind the 
nation state and its artificial boundaries. Fuck it! Ideas belong to the world. Feelings are everywhere to be shared. 
Music, art, dance don't belong to anyone. Brother from another planet? Here we are in Nicaragua. Rock the Casbah! 
What's different here? No one is completely certain what's up or down. The have-nots stomped some booty and the 
rest...well the rest were left waving red and black flags. 

Big billboard say: Aqui no se rinde nadie! Here, no one surrenders. Or, literally translated. Here, no one kneels. 
These people mean it, man. God save the queen! When that prune-faced old cunt, Jeanne Kirkpatrick went to 
Managua (the day we left) it must have burned her butt to see those signs. She was there to make sure the blood was 
flowing at an acceptable rate. It could not have pleased her if any of her lackeys happened to mention: the people 
shedding their blood know why they're doing it, know who's responsible and are determined to fight until victory. 
This is a place where the bullshit level is low. There's always some, anywhere. But in the states it's so out of 
proportion that half the time people can't tell the difference between their mouths and their assholes! In Nicaragua the 
distinction is a bit clearer. Particularly because everybody's ass is on the line, every day. Talking to Javier, a 
Toumica guide; came from the street gangs of Daly City back to Nicaragua. Spent two years in the mountains. Was 
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a real macho man stateside; all that barrio bravado. Down in 
the jungle that don't count for much. It's your companeros 
and your cause that matter there. He's been on both sides of 
the line, so to speak, and he was proud to be part of the 
revolution; he was proud of Nicaragua, He was changed. 

That's what's weird, really. Here, in the U.S., if you're 
a thinking, feeling person you can't help but be against 
everything involved with the status quo. This country's 
history is an ugly tale of slavery, genocide and imperialist 
conquest But down there people are actually for 
something. Most people. Not just a few of your friends! 
It's downright inspiring. (Oliver North might get a hero's 
welcome in Chevy Chase or Beverly Hills but put him in 
downtown Matagalpa and listen to a stuck pig squeal!) 

In a way, the enemy of the revolution is not the 
contras or the U.S. They're the cause of it The enemy of 
the revolution is inside it Complacency, bureaucracy, power 
grabbing, back stabbing, the maladies any group, 
organization or society faces, every day. 

Every symbol, every monument, every slogan of the 
revolution and its heroes is a double edged sword. It cuts the 
flesh of old oppressors. It lifts the spirits and the sights of 
the people. But if you ain't careful it cuts the heart out of 
the revolution. TTiere is oppression. There is resistance. 
But the minute it is institutionalized and codified, the 
minute you stop and say, "we won!", beware the fairytale 
and happily ever after demon that loves to eat little radicals 
in their sleep! 

I don't really know what people in the U.S. think 
revolution is. Violence? Communist insurgents blowing up 
power stations? Here comes the new boss, same as the old 
boss? Russia? China? Vietnam? Nicaragua? The thirteen 
colonies?!? Obviously, revolution is violent But that is 
only one form the conflict takes. A flood of popular feeling 
is released. Some justice is done. Some wealth is 
redistributed. Some of society's priorities are changed. Good. 
But then what? 

Well, there's the old rulers and their puppeteers in the 
U.S. to deal with. There's the "other side" (read; Russia) 
offering assistance. There's trying to get things done. What 
was once a romantic dream of banners and battle and 
brotherhood becomes the reality of being responsible for the 
welfare of the people and the continued revolutionizing of 
society (the and here is very important: it is the separation 
between the two things that contains one of the biggest 
pitfalls of the revolution.) Of course, revolutionizing society 
is a matter of one's opinion and one's interests. 

We saw people acting in the same old way; they'd fit right 
in here in the states. And we saw people acting in a different 
way - showing respect, not treating women as fuckholes, 
not making racist remarks, not accepting authority, 
wanting to know what was going on because it matters to 
them and they matter to what's going on; in other words, 
actively changing the way people relate to each other and to 
society as a whole. Of particular significance was the way 
women are treated and the attitudes women have about 

continued pg. 4 coL 1 


Now that I've got your attention, read on. Issue five 
now, and still crawling along. In our efforts to become 
more topical (that's journalism talk for easier to sell), we're 
including a movie review by a new contributor, Claude, 
which we hope to make a regular feature, and a column 
reviewing and previewing events at the KLUB KOMOTION. 
You may also notice, that with the exception of Rain In 
Face's article about his trip to Nicaragua, there's very little 
of a political or editorial bent in this issue. Just an accident, 
I assure you - we promise to be our regular polemical selves 
by number six! Let us know what you think, we're glad to 
listen, since we're going to do whatever the hell we want 
anyway! 

Speaking of soliciting opinions, etc., I get the feeling 
that this rag’s going out to nothing but convents and 
divinity schools, judging by the response to our request for 
your feelings about SEX. What the fuck (or not, obviously) 
do you people do in your spare time, read books or 
something? Due to the frigid response we got, we're 
postponing the SEX ISSUE until number six. So if you 
have any feelings about SEX as: fun, duty, recreation, sacred 
union of alchemical opposites, brute means of procreation, 
nagging pest, nudge-nudge, ornamental conversation, 
humor, needless tragedy, mechanism of social control, 
stereotypes, enforced roles, chosen lifestyles, the bane of 
football fans all over the world, or something we may have 
overlooked, send them to: 

KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL 
P.O. BOX 410502 
SAN FRANCISCO, CA 
94141-0502 

Because we mean to make KOMOTION number six the 
definitive document of SEX in America, packed with all the 
meaty facts, even if we have to make them up ourselves! I 
am looking for research assistants to help with my piece for 
on SEX, so ladies, send your qualifications to the above 
address. 

REPTILE BRAIN 
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themselves. Some of the most inspiring signs were the 

sPong, independent leaders who are women; combatants who ^ 

are women; rebels who are women. W 

Overall, people look you in the eye. They are not r.^al6iMlBa8y!iS 3sil^^BB 
cowed, bullied or hostile. Curious. Inquisitive. Concerned It 

about our opinion of them and their country. But not the ^ 

wild jungle animals prowling the streets of every city I've j 3 k ^ 3 

ever been in in this country. Shit, everywhere I turn I see •■•■ 3 k 3 S 

that look. Bums a hole in your soul. What do you think it's 3 ® 3S 3 3 1 

like not having to stop what you're doing whenever a cop 3 y S 3b H ' 

appears? What's it like not to be scared that that dude (or 0 B 

woman) with a badge and gun over there might blow you ra §e| ^ | f H ^ 5 ' 

So what's going to happen? Maybe, the Russians are ^ ° i Iml 4 

going to take over? Maybe the squeeze will be coffee and BIKINI RED Screaming Blue Messiahs (Elektra/As 

sugar for machines and oil and Nicaragua will just trade one Gun Shy , the Screaming Blue Messiahs' debu 

master for another. I'm not even sure what that would mean is one of my favorite albums of the last two yea 

to the common person's life. But mortgaging the labor of blistering collection of songs that aren't "bluesy" pe 

future generations to a wolf in sheep's clothing has to have are closer to the deepest spirit of the blues than mo 

repercussions on a street level sooner or later. It's not easy stuff that comes out of the current "blues revival" 

getting in depth answers about this from the Sandinistas. writer Paul Garon defined "blues" as "poems c 

They say, simply, that they don't want this to happen; that against the degredation of language, the repressive I 

they're accepting aid and trading with all countries of the the church, the police, the family, and the mlin 

world who will; they're not becoming a satellite etc., etc. against the inhibition of sexuality and aggression, 

And it's obvious that the war is costing so much in terms of the general repugnancy of everyday life." This d 

lives, labor and material that it is not possible to tell what SBM much more than it does Robert Cray.) 

they might do were they free to develop their economy On Bildni Red, they've grown both larger and 

peacefully. They haven't compromised their attack - if anything 

Back "home". But you know what? I get so tired of even more in-your-face this time around. They've 1 
hearing the political rhetoric from the various left wing bit in the noise direction, incorporating bits o 

factions. All the ism, schism, jism from the alphabet soup sounds/speech and wringing some very industrial so 

groups. They always seem to be more concerned with the of the guitars. Once again, Vic Maile's produ 

purity of their positions then they are with confronting astonishing. It's relentlessly hard-hitting yet conti 

reality. Idols, prophets, bowing and kow-towing, who needs varied, sort of like having five gears of overdrive, 

it? I'll tell you who needs it -- the priests of the church of Vocalist/songwriter Bill Carter has broadened his rar 

the "big idea", that's who. Whether they're Maoists, Taoists mixed results. He strikes some lighter, more hi 

or how-now-brown-cowists, they want you in the pews attitudes, but only sometimes matches the maniacal 

saying prayers to their GOD. But, hey gang, Nicaragua is Gun Shy , where he lived up so well to his band's n 

not the new holy land. To my knowledge and to their credit, as if he decided to stop sounding so much 1 

they don't claim to be. They haven't solved all the world's Strummer, which is a mistake - Carter had improve 
problems, either. Strummer model. 

So is this sacrilege? Am I hurting the cause? Shit! Oh yeah -- Bikini Red is a collection of sonj 

How can questioning hurt revolution? How can defying America, from Saturday morning cartoons to 

"authority" hurt revolution? How can demanding more overkill. It's not too flattering. Gang of Four w£ 

knowledge, more debate, more investigation, more critical only English band to pick up on the irony of m 

thinking hurt revolution? swimsuit after an atomic test site. 

Nothing to hide, nothing to fear. continued pg. 6 col. 1 

Let's face it, man fucks over woman. White fucks over black. Rich fucks over poor. Educated fucks over 
ignorant Old fucks over young. Revolution says: that is not the way things have to be. All this must be changed! 

That’s why we went to Nicaragua. That's what we went to support and to leam finm. That and the fact that 
those people have the audacity to continue to fight against the big, bad U.S.A. The trip certainly reinforced our 
convictions. 

But it also reinforced our skepticism. Particularly of the attitudes we encounter as "the band that played in 
Nicaragua" Assume nothing. Study everything. Prejudices emerge from the hardened arteries of dead preconceptions 
clung to hke life preservers in a sea of real life. 

You could be standing in the middle of Managua and not even see what you're looking at! 


BIKINI RED Screaming Blue Messiahs (Elektra/Asylum) 

Gun Shy , the Screaming Blue Messiahs' debut album, 
is one of my favorite albums of the last two years. It's a 
blistering collection of songs that aren't "bluesy" per se, but 
are closer to the deepest spirit of the blues than most of the 
stuff that comes out of the current "blues revival". (Music 
writer Paul Garon defined "blues" as "poems of revolt 
against the degredation of language, the repressive forces of 
the church, the police, the family, and the ruling class, 
against the inhibition of sexuality and aggression, against 
the general repugnancy of everyday life." This describes 
SBM much more than it does Robert Cray.) 

On Bikini Red, they've grown both larger and smaller. 
They haven't compromised their attack - if anything, they're 
even more in-your-face this time around. They've moved a 
bit in the noise direction, incorporating bits of found 
sounds/speech and wringing some very industrial sounds out 
of the guitars. Once again, Vic Maile's production is 
astonishing. It's relentlessly hard-hitting yet continuously 
varied, sort of like having five gears of overdrive. 
Vocalist/songwriter Bill Carter has broadened his range, with 
mixed results. He strikes some lighter, more humorous 
attitudes, but only sometimes matches the maniacal pitch of 
Gun Shy , where he lived up so well to his band's name. It's 
as if he decided to stop sounding so much like Joe 
Strummer, which is a mistake — Carter had improved on the 
Strummer model. 

Oh yeah -- Bikini Red is a collection of songs about 
America, from Saturday morning cartoons to military 
overkill. It's not too flattering. Gang of Four wasn't the 
only English band to pick up on the irony of naming a 
swimsuit after an atomic test site. 

rantinued pg. 6 col. 1 
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BY ROBIN BANKS 

There are so many great events happening at Komotion that we felt they deserve some ink. This new "column" 
will review some of these shows and also let people know more about upcoming events. I use the word "review" 
loosely, however, because I was fully involved in the festive side of many of these shows, as well as working, and I 
don't have a notepad either.... 

Starting with the future, the biggest news is our once a month fdm series: KOMOTION PICTURES. The 
person responsible for the films at ATA will demonstrate the same impeccable taste and unpredictability in a series 
beginning Sat. Dec. 12. A party will follow with bands, D.J.s, etc. (You can still come for just the bands OR the 
films, but it's one low donation for both!) On the 12th we'll be showing the latest film out of South Africa, a 
premiere of "Bound to Strike Back" and also "Witness to Apartheid." Up and coming international dance band. Beat 
Freaks will perform and DJ extraordinaire Jonathon E will be spinning. Some of the other proposed film titles for 
future months include Godard's "Alphaville" (very mod). Genet's "The Balcony" (very odd), a Bunuel night (our fave), 
and " The Harder They Come" (him here but him disappear). 

On Dec. 19 Plateau and Comic Book Opera will perform. Plateau makes wonderful music on a wide variety of 
instruments and I haven't seen CBO, but they're one of the Ophelia's favorite bands so they must be good. Also 
there's a rumor of an Appliances reunion (that legendary punk-funk band) but it's only a rumor, ok? 

Wednesday Cafes include a new video and slide show on Nicaragua, Dec. 9. The video is entitled "Feel Their 
Pain - MADRE in Nicaragua". MADRE is a national women's group who sent a delegation of health care workers to 
Nicaragua in June and July of 1986. This video documents their experimental stress and grief reduction projects, and 
reveals first-hand accounts of Nicaraguan women's revolutionary lives in the face of war. 

The last cafe before people inevitably leave town, is our own little holiday party. We're too heathen to have a 
real Christmas party but the idea of everyone getting together and sharing something with each other seems like a 
nice idea. We want you all to come and do a short performance (open mike?), which could include music, poetry, 
reading someone else's poem or prose, doing something crazy, or? 

In January we'll have a new issue party for Processed World Magazine, a night of all women's bands, a new art 
show, and other events TBA. 

Highlights of past events include Halloween (my favorite holiday) with the Looters, Ped Xing and a N.Y. ska 
band. The Toasters. Lots of dancing, craziness and the sewer even backed up (it's fixed now). Also, it was practically 
Halloween when Dude Theatre had their Autumn of Hate, stomp out the 60's party. This was an excellent show with 
performances by Wayne Doba, Chris Brophy and all the "Dudes", Michael Dingle and Roman Polanski created a 
"happening" atmosphere with their sound, light and noise machine (what do you call that anyway?) Everyone dropped 
LSD and played "Cinnamon Girl" and a groovy time was had by all. (That's all I can remember...) Check out Dude 
Theatre's upcoming piece "The Charlie Manson Story" at Climate Gallery. 

Also in OcL Shyhands got down (they have a new singer who's really good) and Don and Handbone performed 
their unique blend of reggae and "Black" hard rock. They just released their first record, too. Danny Bittker brought 
saxophones and steel drums to Komotion Cafe, as well as some of the Bay Area's best hom players. They played 
Caribbean music, jazz and even a large ensemble arrangement of Charles Mingus' "Fables of Faubus". Last but not 
least, we showed the Christie Institute video on the history of this country's secret wars and drug running. If you 
haven't been reading about this or seen the video, check it out, this information will make you angry and we should 
be! (We'll be showing their updated video when it comes out) 

Since this is the first "review", I wanted to mention a couple even earlier events that were important. In 
September, Jello Biafi-a was informative and entertaining as he related the bullshit they dragged him through around 
pornography charges against the Dead Kennedy's Frankenchrist album. The case was thrown out, but the threat of 
censorship continues. And even though Biafra and the other defendants were acquitted, THEY still accomplished the 
disruption of Biafra's personal life and creative abilities for more than a year. Hell of a justice system... 

Speaking of justice, back in August we hosted a benefit fw Big Mountain, with Ogie Yocha, the Plutonium 
Players and others. (Has anyone heard any news about this situation?) Then Mancotal played a week later, sponsored 
by Friends of Nicaraguan Culture. Mancotal is one of the best bands from Nicaragua, their style is a blend of 
traditional latin music and modern sounds. Other rad perfcxmances over the last few months included MDC, Tragic 
Mulatto (incredible version of "Whole Lotta Love"), Primus, The Stingers, Kooch Bahar, Frontier Wives, Casual 
Italians, Zendiks, Scarlot Harlot, Don Bajema, Haizala, DJ's Jonathon E, Veronica Live and funkmaster Robbi Rob, 
and thanks to artists Cheryl Chapman, Debra Greene and Celeste Connor. November shows will be reviewed in the 
next newsletter. Until then, see ya at the Klub, ok? 
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HA8U UAIU ROCK AMD ROLL 


BY CLAUDE 

Chuck Berry is a legend and a survivor. Qever and sensitive to the heartbeat of youth, he combined the hottest elements 
of American music into his own statements about love, cars and life. This film celebrates his 60th birthday concert at the Fox 
Theatre in Sl Louis, Chuck's home stomping grounds. 

Berry talks about parts of his life, but sticks to the past that he deems relevant. Some of the more revealing insights are 
provided by Keith Richards, Bruce Springsteen and Little Richard. While Berry shows some sadness and philosophizes a bit, 
he leaves the impression of struggle on the viewer. He laughs, but not easily. You can feel his darkness, his burned inner hurt 
when he's asked about his jail time or his marriage. In this time of inquisitions he may have good reason to be secretive 
about personal matters in the public's eye. It's one thing to write about your life and experiences in a song or a book, but 
quite another to be followed by the camera. 

Chuck Berry's music is a historic backbone of rock and roll; a perfect catalyst of underground and mainstream American 


RANT from pg. 4 

THE SOUND OF SOWETO Various Artists (Capitol- 
EMI) 

This goes to show that Sowetans can produce lousy 
music just as well as anybody else. It's tame, dead-in-the- 
studio stuff. It may be PC (politically correct), but it's 
BBDB (boring, boring, dull, boring). 

EMI is marketing this as an "intro to So. Afro" 
collection. Instead, pick up Soweto (Rough Trade) and 
Duck Food, Phezulu Eghudeni, or The Indestructible Beat 
of Soweto (Earthworks). 



L'Orchestre "BAM" de Grand Mustapha International and 
Party 


(Globestyle Records, 48-50 Steele Road, London NWIO 
7AS) 

No joke - this is a great party record. It's a group of 
Turkish musicians based in London [3 Mustaphas 3 are also 
rumored to be Brit, musicians - other reports finger them as 
exiled Bulgarian refrigerator executives, while both the 
Freemasons and Rosicrucians are trying to claim them as 
founding members. I'm convinced I saw these dudes at the 
bachelor party and strip show for Frank Butz at the local 
MOOSE lodge last year. Ed.] It's got the odd meters and 
distinctive modes of Turkish traditional music, but most of 
all, it reminds me of the early ska revival records -- lo-tech, 
hi energy, and very, very fun. Jolly party! 
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life. But something is stuck in Chuck Berry's craw. In one 
scene, in front of the Fox Theatre, he remembers the time as 
a child when he and his father were turned away and not 
allowed to buy tickets to a popular musical because of their 
race. Filming his birthday celebration here is a symbol of 
success in a white-dominated music business; a return to 
glory in a high place after a career full of lows, careless 
shows and the insult of white artists getting rich on the 
music Berry, Bo Diddley and Little Richard originated. The 
interchange between these three artists is a fine glimpse into 
what really "went down". 

In another scene Chuck Berry guides a tour of 
Berryland, his nearly abandoned showcase club and park. It's 
here the band rehearses for the concert. Led by -Richards and 
Berry, the songs are tightened up and argued over as Chuck 
asserts his will to a respectful and harried Rolling Stone. 

The actual concert is helped by the presence of Linda 
Ronstadt, Etta James and Eric Clapton. Julian Lennon 
makes an appearance for one song (Johnny B. Goode) and is 
lucky to make it through. The band initially sounds 
intimidated, but warms up and begins to cook; hitting the 
groove for Etta James in "Rock and Roll Music" and Eric 
Clapton in "The Wee Wee Hours". 

This film is a must for the rock and roll junkie and a 
worthwhile perspective into how a legend deals with his 
legacy. Of special interest is the pianist Johnny Johnson. 
Apart from his terrific piano playing, we find out that it was 
continued pg. 8 col. 1 
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de.moc'ri jy, n (Gr. 
democratiahypokrisis, feigning to be a 
popular government while disputing it 
all along, from democratia, 
democracy, popular government 
demos, the people + kratein, to 
rule and hypokrisis, a reply, acting 
a part, feigning, from 
hypokrinesthai, to play a part, 
pretend; hypo, under, and 
krinesthai, to contend, dispute.) 

1. a feigning to be a government by 
the people, either directly or through 
elected representatives so as to 
minimize internal opposition; rule by 
the ruled insofar as the ruled are not 
the people, though they think they are, 
as the multi-nationals, secret team, or 
shadow government (see MAFIA). 

2. the false act of claiming to accept 
and practice the principle of equality of 
rights, opportunity, treatment and lack 
of snobbery; as, there is real 
dcmocrisy in this school. 

3. a deception as to the real character 
and policies of a government, 
especially in regard to its morals, the 
function of religion, universities, the 
military, diet pills, gyms, job 
interviews,deodorant, cherry-scented 
douches, taxes, television, patriotism, 
slums, crime-infested neighborhoods, 
especially Latino, Negro, Oriental, 
Iranian, etc., private and public 
schools, especially districts, border 
lines, lines and borders in general, the 
threat of nuclear war, the threat of 
Communism, any threat at all will do, 
as in fear, especially fear, fear and hate 
in general, especially that which breeds 
ignorance and consequently more fear. 

4. the Democritic principles practiced 
in the United States. 

Margo "Gadfly" Pepper, 10/87 


DEVIL'S 

ADVOCATE 

Thrift store. Ties for 45 cents. Going 
to Walgreens to buy a little notebook. 
My second this week. At temp job 
listen to co-woiker talk about 
information matrixing in computer 
system. A fresh approach in cross- 
referencing data. But all day I am full 
of desire for the opposite sex. At night 
I sleep with my shadow. A dream of 
death and rescue only to be plunged 
into a more terrifying dimension. Next 
morning I am stuffing envelopes at an 
insurance company. Progress is 
counted in lots of fifty. Stock market 
crash. Financial meltdown. 
Celebrating the demise of 
Reaganomics. Telling jokes about 
stockbrokers. He says: "'^at do you 
call a stockbroker? Ha! Ha! Here, 
waiter!' After work, drink solitary 
glass of wine - New Dawn Cafe. 
Cakes whirl in a refrigerated display by 
a cash register. Near purple vase — I 
think of die myth of Pandora - but 
reversed -- in the original form - 
- When all the graces escaped into the 
world from the box she opened. 

11/8/87 

Tony Vaughan 



Vision of the City 

Under the magnolias of Dolores Park 
a vision came to me 
a city on the horizon 
with buildings to the sky 
and this grey city 

crawling with homeless vagabonds 
and starving hearts 
wandering junkies 

and the overflowing wards of General 
Hospital 

with their dying, hollowed eyed men 

But in Dolores Park 

the children ran and laughed and the 

sun was shining bright 

Two worlds I saw one of day and one 

of night 

The hidden outcast in unlit hallways 
and dark alleys 

the ignored veteran crushed beneath the 
war trains 

the refugees not yet welcomed 

the illegals and the winos sleeping in 

shopping malls 

the last, hoarse angry prophet 

pleading for damnation 

And the children 

Beneath the joyous sun 

(el sol que adoravan nuestros 

antepasados) 

that lit their songs and laughter 
I saw in them our gardens of tomorrow 
the flowers of the future 

the roses and dandelions 
the irises and calla llllies 
all beautiful and growing 
and hurt 

that they would fade orte day 
beneath the same glOTious sun 
and loved them more for it 

This thought, to bring 
a bit of sun into every life 
was my vision 
I held it as a youth 
and somehow lost it 

Now, under the tree of life in Dolores 
Park 

I found it. 


Alejandro Murguia 
Sq)L '87 
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[The writer of this article is from Switzerland. She has been reading Komotion from the beginning. This article is her 
response to what she has read.] 

It's enormous to see the almost endless diversity of races, tribes, religions, idioms, mentalities and philosophies 
of life spread out with mankind in the course of time. The ramifications are unlimited even if the stem of human 
beings is always the same! 

The roots of the main problem, not yet conquered by mankind, are exactly here; it manifests itself in the shape 
of national, political, ideological, religious, cultural borders. People want to stay among "equals" and separate from 
strange and alien mentalities. 

Furthermore, every society has this structure: Rules are being established. The human is being classified, sub- 
and over-ordinated. He is pressed into a scheme. This principle of classification forces rivalry, "cliche-thoughts" and 
generalizing opinions on humans and makes a stereotypical product of the system out of them. This is the hotbed of 
all the prejudices and discriminations. Here lurks the danger of thoughtless Judgments and the struggle for power. The 
beginning of destruction - a never ending vicious circle! 

Politic is made in this way. Politic forces taking side. Politic is founded on dogmatic and doctrinal principles. 

The spirit of humanity forbids taking sides. Humanity lives without categorizing and intruding. Humanity 
stands for mind, substance and quality. It's the keyword of constructivity, because humanity turns away from acquired 
outside standards of value and refers to inner values. A consciousness is meant, which doesn't emanate from the 
mass, but from the individual, the single. To me, the mass is made by humans, who are being led as superficial 
fellow-travelers by an inflexible, theoretical system, and are its puppets. 

A consciousness based on humanity, starts to grow beyond this influence - at the time, when each one of us 
carries joint responsibility and fathoms the real essence of life. 

That's why, I don't believe, that the above-mentioned difficulty and the progressive decay, caused by modem 
civilization, can be opposed with a political revolution. It only causes a change of the exterior shape, but doesn't 
enter into the substance. Revolution fights with the same arms used within living memory and its reforms are 
shadows of the ancient legislations. 

On the contrary, I believe in the power of the individual ot in other words: in its inner revolution. Everyone 
draws from the same source. Once he starts drawing from it, facing up with himself, setting up clarity regarding his 
own personality, learning to deal with his senses, instincts, weakness and power and struggle for existence, the more 
he gets vision and perceptiveness. Like this he becomes capable to differentiate and act as well to meet other people 
with respect, tolerance and insight. With it, it can be attained, that the "minus" of love and justice in the world will 
be balanced with a "plus" of understanding and sensitivity in a small and private way. 

It's up to each of us to create a base-worth to live on. The more humans, that are living in a conscious, open- 
minded as well as optimistic way, motivating and strengthening other people, whose possibilities of developing their 
individuality are more limited, the more the circle of solidarity will be expanded 

In this sense not a political but an inner revolution, finally visualized with Hermann Hesse's philosophy: "To 
become aware of causes: that's thinking. And only thereby do feelings become cognitions, and aren't going to be 
lost, but are going to be substantive and start to radiate." 

It's really up to us. 

11/13/87 Madeleine Cornu i 


HAIL from pg. 6 


Hello to the people running Kommotion, 

It's a great idea - I’ve already let some of the performers I know in Toronto and Ottawa 
know about it — I'm interested in receiving your newsletter. I also wonder if you 
include ads or listings to advertise cassettes - done abroad — for instance would you 
include a listing of a cassette for a donation — I ask because I just put out a 
compilation cassette called "Poetry Is Not A Luxury' which I would like to publicize 
in San Fran but I'm operating with limited means. Let me know. Also I need to know 
how much I should send you to receive your newsletter. 

Thanks. 

PATRICK ANDRADE 

Ed. — we hope to review this cassette in the next newsletter and can include the address 
and other info then. 


in his band that Chuck Berry first 
came out to the front; changing the 
name of the band to his own (from 
the Johnny Johnson Quartet to the 
Chuck Beiry Quartet) and transposing 
Johnny Johnson's piano lines to the 
guitar. 

In seeing the success and struggle of 
Chuck Berry in the music business we 
can gain a historical overview of the 
relationship between race and 
entertainment in America. This film 
shows that the price of success is 
high; that the flavor left in one's 
mouth is bittersweet, esptecially for 
one whose roots are on the dark side 
of the tracks. 
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MEMBERSHIPS! 


That's right - KOMOTION memberships arc still available! 
S2.00 gets you a one-year membership, the events schedule, 
and as many of these newslcllers as we can crank out (we're 
uying to send one out every couple of months)! 

A $50.00 membership gets you this, plus free admission to 
all events at Klubspace/Party space KOMOTION for a whole 
year! Tell a friend and send your name, address, and money 
lo:KOMOTION INTERNATIONAL, PO Box 410502, San 
Francisco, CA, 94141-0502. We need and appreciate your 
support! Now, get out and stir up some shit! 
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BY REPTILE BRAIN 

Will those useless liberals ever let the President do his job and appoint a new justice to the Supreme Court? Or 
will they continue in their scandalous and un-anterican attempts to drag politics into what should be a non-political 
situation? Roughly translated, why won’t the Senate just shut up and do as their told, like they usually do? I hope they 
keep mouthing off, myself, not that I expect the justice who eventually reaches the court to be any better than the ones 
who have been shot down so far, but the whole show has been jjretty entertaining. My favorite points; Bork trying to 
argue that "be sterilized or lose your job" was a reasonable choice for women to face, and that they were probably glad 
to be given a choice, instead of fired outright; Bork having to listen to a telegram from one such women, stating 
exactly how much she (dis)agreed with him, and exactly how (un)h^y she was to have been faced with that ^oice; 
Ginsberg admitting that he had smoked pot; Republican supporters of Ginsberg suddenly finding out that their new 
golden boy wouldn’t pass their own drug tests; Ed (just pee into this bottle, please) Meese saying that he didn’t feel 
Ginsberg’s use of pot should disqualify him from federal office. What do I find most frightening about all of this? That 
everyone involved has been able to keep a straight face about it. 

It isn't like they have anything better to do, though. I mean, the President has pretty much solved most of 
our problems since he's been in office. The world is at peace - wait, what’s that you say? Nicaragua? Where's that? Uh- 
huh... I sec. OK, but at least there isn't any unemployment any more. Huh? What do you mean, you don't have a job? 
Well, at least you have friends who can... oh, they don't have jobs, either? At least the budget has been balanced. 
Hah! just kidding! Even I know that's not true. But we do all feel proud to be Americans, don't we? OK, OK, at least 
we can be proud of our investments in the Stock Market.. 

Since it's Christmas, I thought that we should all get together and send a few things out to some of the more 
deserving folks that we all know and love. But after a while, I decided that I would rather spend my money on myself. 
It’s what I've been doing all year long, after all. 
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TIM 


WICKS 


Tim Wicks grew up in working class London, a butcher 
by trade, and by necessity. At a very young age he 
became deeply involved in social issues and has never 
desisted in his political activities. Complementing 
these activities, his paintings are a refreshing and 
uncompromised form of social ccranentary, and are 
consequently as difficult to digest as Sue Coe's 
controvercial art. 

Along side Sue Coe, Wicks' influences include Leon 
Golub, Max Beckman, Otto Dix, and Francisco Goya. 
His work reflects elonents of various historical art 
movements such as Expressionism, Cubism, Surrealism, 
Realism, and traditional, yet the result is sonething 
entirely his own — sonething passionate and powerful, 
vividly alive and colorful, yet garishly dark.... 

Tim Wicks has the potential to be one of the greatest 
artists to emerge fron the Bay area. His art speaks 
for itself. 

Currently Tim attends San Francisco State University, 
where his professors have fortunately failed in their 
attempts to discourage his painting. 
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SEX - Is it safe? Can it be done at home by anyone, or should you take a UC extension course? How much time should 
you spend on it? What’s more important to satisfaction: Penis size or credit card limit? Well, if you don't already 
know the answers to these questions, we’re sure not going to waste our time trying to teach you! On the other hand, we 
think weve collected enough interesting pieces to make you look at sex in a few new ways, such as its function as a 
social force, its relationship with language and presciibrf role-models, and how it can surface in art, along with two 
first hand accounts from people who have "gotten inside" the "sex industry." PLUS sex poetry, sex fiction, a sex 
cartoon, and assorted other int er e s t in g items. 

We also hope to be making some changes to KOMOTION in the near future - a larger format with more material 
3i>d a general expansion into other media via special projects. Possible items are; a journal of our first year (that’s 
right, die first KOMOTION came out about a year ago!), with collected works and some new material (if you have 
something youd like us to include, send it in and well give it a look); a compilation recording of bands that have 
perfoimed at KLUB KOMOTION; a video documentary. 

While we’re on the future, we hope to make our next issue a "'60s retrospective," since that seems to be the fad 
for everyone publishing anything this year. So dust off your sandals, get the tie dyes out of mothballs, and light up a 
pu of patchouUi for the future. But, for now, get out the rubber and motion lotion, 'cause the sex issue issue's here! 




from "Tales of Tasha," by ROBIN BANKS 

With a loud crack, the sheriffs axe splintered the 
apartment door. Across the room Tasha stared blankly out 
the window, the gun still grasped in her hand. Her thoughts 
wandered from the past to recent incidents and to Joraiy... 
She wondered where he was at that momenL Somehow she 
knew he was alive. She could feel him slinking around this 
decaying city, his favorite habitat... 

She glanced at the floor, where the pool of blood was 
spreading towards her. On the bed was the grisly sight of a 
naked man with his skull blown off. His hands and feet had 
been tied to the bedposts in what looked like a bondage scene 
gone berserk. A uniform lay heaped on the floor. Tasha 
wore a holster around her naked hips. "They may not know 
the war has started" she thought, 'Tsut I do." 

She could hear yelling from the door, but it seemed far 
away. She thought about what led up to this moment and 
smUed, having no regrets. Walking the street with her short 
skirt and spike heels, she had waited months for the right 
opportunity. No use taking out one of their low-level punks, 
she had really scored tonighL 

Only a few hours ago, she sauntered down one of the 
citys "safe" boulevards when a car slowed next to her. A 
darkened limousine window went down and someone motioned 
for her to get in. She saw the umform, but also recognized 
his face from a newspaper article about top level military 
from the State Defense Forces meeting in town. "This is 
it..." 

She got in the car and glanced at him while he spoke to 
the driver. Then he quickly turned his attention back to her 
and looked her up and down, his face had one of those good- 
ol-boy grins on it. Normally he would have disgusted Tasha, 
but she felt so "in control," that she started to feel herself 
getting turned oru A pleasant tingly feeling spread over her 
body. It was like acting in some strange play and only she 
knew the scripc She even thought Jonny would approve, 
given his sense of the theatrical mixing of the sane and 
insane, the revolting and the pleasurable, and the controlled 
and uncontroUability of events. 

He offered her a drink, which she accepted. She didn't 
want to surprise him widt her own excitement, since he was 
already begirming to suspect this was not a normal trick. Her 
head was racing with thoughts about the fulfillmeru of age old 

see OFFICER pg. 4 


by RAIN IN THE FACE 

Caitlin Maiming is a video artist who is currently completing 
a full-length video about women who perform in the sex 
industry. Komotion will be one of the first places to show 
this video when it is finished. Stay tuned! 

CaltUo Manning: The reason I got inspired to do this 
video was the controversy about pornography that blew up 
around the Meese conunission. The Meese report was based 
on "expert wimesses”— lawyers, shrinks, judges, all these 
type of people but there was almost nothing from the women 
who were working the streeL I felt , God, this is outrageous! 
And I thought Weil, let's get the wotkers' point of view, 
because the thrust of the Meese report was that it was 
affecting society at large and how it's putting terrible ideas in 
peoples' heads bUt fr^Be was also this whole long section 
about how exploited women are in the industry and it was 
really fimny because I did this test like I took out "women in 
the sex industry," or however they referred to them and I put 
in "secretary" and it fit perfectly, you know. 

Rain In the Face: How are they getting fucked 

over, or are they? 

Well, I narrowed my focus to st ri pper s . Fve talked to a 
few prostitutes, but in terms of the clubs it's questionable 
whether some of them getting fucked over any more than 
workers in any other dumb job, at least in the banal sense of 
thoe being a boss, etc., etc. In terms of working conditions, 
how they get treated, how much money they make and stuff 
like that they're not that much of a special case. Like in any 
industry, diere's a lot of variety. Women get paid a lot or get 
paid a bt less. There are a lot of clubs where managers are 
sexist assholes and they treat the women with disrespect and 
then come on to them, and then there are a lots clubs where 
that doesn't happen. 

And that term "industry" - that term is 

almost a euphemism that's been coined to talk 

about it in sanctimonious court sessions. In 

other words instead of talking about fucking they 
can say "sex industry” and it's like taking the 

funk out of it and makes it palatable — 

It's a neutral term and it takes the moral stigma out of 
discussion. Women use that term themselves a lot and I 
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think the point is to make an analogy with other types of 
work. 

What is the moraUstic edge? 

That sex is private, that it's something you do with 
someone you love, or to procreate, and any kind of public 
exposure of that where you're elevating the sensual and the 
erotic outside of its "proper" context is demeaning, it's 
wrong, it's disgusting... 

What is the difference between sex and 

eroticism? 

Well, I think that sex is an act, and eroticism is in the 
realm of the symbolic and the imagery that comes into it. 

But in terms of the "industry," is it 
eroticism that the customer sees in the strippers 
and die dancers? 

Well, there's a range. Some of the customers that I 
interviewed told me it's the closest thing they can get to 
sex. For some people it is sex. I did this great interview 
with this guy who got this dreamy sound in his voice and 
talked about the sensuality, the music, the heat, the sort of 
fantasy of it, and that it was something so different from the 
banal parts of his life. He likened it to performance art! 

Is that the power that sex has? 

I think that's a power we give to sex. 

There are some societies on the planet that 

have different attitudes, but it seems that the 

three big ones; Judaism, Christianity, and Islam 
all have incredibly repressive attitudes about 


sex, based 

on 

the premise 

that 

sex 

is a necessary 

evil and 

it 

should be 

contained 

by the most 

ruthless means. 

And, 

Ut's 

face 

it, that also 

includes 

the 

puritanical 

views 

of so-called 

revolutionary 


societies 

that 

suppress sexual 

expression 

on 

the grounds 

of 

preventing the 

exploitation 

of 

women. 

Or, 

they associate it 


with the sort of bourgeois libertinism or 
decadence. 

But there are societies where sex is not such a big 
taboo, where the power, the fear, that we associate with sex 
they associate with other areas of life... the thunder or the 
gods, etc. Our society dating way back into early Qtristian 
society developed sex into a symbol for all these other 
things that go otl I guess the question is whether sex is 
inherently a loaded subject or whether we as a society have 
created sex to be as loaded as it is. It's hard to abstract 
yourself enough to answer that. Even myself-there's a part 
of me that thinks there's something about the intensity, 
something about the degree of intimacy that lends it to all 
this stuff and it's not just some arbitrary construction. 

What about what seems to be an explosive 

development of the sex industry in the last 20 

years? Is this attributed to an opening of 

attitudes, a loosening up? 

The whole society was exploding and all the taboos were 
questioned. Sex is one of the areas society represses most 
and the things that are the most clamped down are the ones 
that you want to free up. The problem with pornography in 
the last 20 years has to do with who got on the bandwagon; 
the guys who were trying to make money off it . 

How does this connect up with the earlier 

assaults on the bastions of social decency around 
the turn of the century? —Movements centering 

see INTERVIEW pg. 5 
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by REPTILE BRAIN 

The fantasy always comes in the morning, rising up 
from the mists of sleep, like Venus rose from the sea... A 
society, where the definition of sex is left up to the people 
having sex, where children are reused and educated so that sex 
is not a matter of fear and guilt, where personal 

responsibility and social support programs have eliminated 
unwanted pregnancy and venereal disease, where consenting 
adults fear no intrusions on their privacy, where sexual 
identity is a matter of individual choice, and not social 
imperative. A society where sex can be anything from 
procreative to recreational to religious, but can never be a 
frightening mystery, laced with taboos and dangers... 

Then, the alarm clock goes off and I wake up. Soon, I'm 
lost in the routine, trying to make a living so I can buy 

those clothes and cars that will make foolish women with big 

tits want to sleep with me... How is it that sex, as natural a 

function as breathing, eating, or defecation, has become so 
caught up in this web of social implications? This situation 
isn't naturaL and it wasn't accidental. It was created and is 
maintained by powerful forces that move in through the 
fabric of our society. These same forces would like to tighten 
sex up even more, if they thought they could get away with 
it. If it sounds like I'm trying to point my finger at a scam, 
you're right The culture of sexuality is one of the tools that 
these forces use to exert a subtle but jjervasive control over 
us. In the past I've talked about how (mis)information and 
control of language vis a vis context of public debate are used 
as instruments of power. This time, I want to talk about sex 
in the same way. 

Let's start from these premises: however sex may have 

been treated by previous cultures and civilizations (not 
having seen Quest for Fire, I can't speak about the past too 
much), it has been, within the recent part of this century, the 
subject of attempts to "liberate" it from social constraints; 
that these efforts, many of which began in the latter part of 
the Nineteenth Century, culminated in the "sexual revolution" 
of the '60s and '70s; finally, that the sexual revolution was a 
failure at best, and, at worst, may have been a sham designed 
to bring sex under even tighter political and social 
constraints. If you have quarrels with these ideas, send me a 
letter c/o KOMOTION, but keep on reading! 

First, why should a society treat sex as a topic apart 
from other natural behaviors? There are reasons why 
primitive cultures would do so: unavailability of birth 

control, constraints on the food supply, higher mortality 
rates, and political systems based on blood relation. 
Patrilineal societies, for example, must enforce sexual 
monogamy on their female members, to be able to trace the 
fatherhood of children. MatrUineal societies have no need of 
such an enforcement AH these factors would raise the context 
of a sexual act, where there may be no food for the next 
mouth, or no clan without descendents. Some of these 
structures are still present in modem society: the favorite 

sacred cow of the fundamentalists, otherwise known as "the 
family;" and other rimals such as legal marriages, surname 
selection, and so forth. The availability of birth controL 

see FANTASY pg. 6 
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psychodramas - wasn't this really an enactment of nature, the black widow, of fears 
and suppressions long held in our social aitd genetic make up? Staring in his eyes, 
she leaned forward and gently met hia lipa. Moist mouths and tongues explored, 
sending impulses to other sensitive areas. Her body began to feel that sexual ache, 
that overwhelming need that drives all creatures forward in spite of themselves. She 
shuddered slightly as his hands touched the skin under her clothes and made their 
way to her erect nipples. 

His hands moved down, trying to feel every curve and the smoothness of her 
dampening skiru Entwining like two hermaphroditic slugs, he reached around her 
ass and pulled her across him, pressing their bodies together. Her upper thigh 
muscles contracted as she felt him getting hard against her pussy. Their anxious 
breathing had steamed up the windows of the limo. Barely able to control herself, 
Tasha managed to Snd his ear and whisper that they should go to her apartment. 
On the intercom, he told the driver the address. They weren't far away. 

They stopped in front of a four storey brick building in one of the medium 
risk districts. Normally, he would have been more caudous, but under the 
circumstances, he wasn't thinking with his head A little rumpled and shaky, they 
got out and climbed the stairs. Stopping at #412 in the shabby hallway, she 
unlocked the door, taking a quick look around to be sure she'd put away anything 
that might make him suspicious. 

Barely inside, he threw her on the bed and struggled to get her clothes off. 
She was tearing at his clothes, too, momentarily chuckling at a song she 
remembered called '1 Love a Man in Uniform." They were too heated tq> for any 
more foreplay and both gasped with pleasure as he thrust himself inside her wet 
flesh. Pushing wildly against her, it wasn't long before she screamed as she came, 
the anticipation having built to a tremendous pitch. Her excitement barely 
diminished as they kept fucking, but she got him to relax a little, saying there was 
no hurry. She turned him over and moved up and down on him in a slow rhythm 
that made squishy little noises. 

They hadn't spoken much, which she was glad of. In fact, he had no lines in 
this drama - his personality was a complete fantasy of Tasha's, or her real-life 
hatred for this oSicer would have revealed her intentions. But now she had said she 
had something he would really like, but he had to be “restrained," She did it 
playfuUy, so he went along, making a couple of embarrassed remarks. She often 
found these nulitary men were into masochism. "Must be some fantasy about being 
tortured by the enemy," she mused. 

Tasha produced four black leather thongs which she carefully tied from each 
wnst and ankle to the bedposts. She could tell he was starting to get into it and 
she used her tongue on his chest, nipples, and lightly over his stomach to keep 
him fully aroused. Departing from her plan for a moment, Tasha reached for her 
own boots. She always did like the look of stiUeOo heels and nudity. After 
buckling them, she picked up one of her black stockings frtjm the floor and dangled 
it against his sldn as his body contorted in pleasurable little spasms. 

Then she stood back in the room and started doing some strip show dieatiics 
with his officer's cap, dancing and rubbing it lightly against her pussy before 
finally placing it on her head. 

She slowly picked up his holster and tightened it around her hips. It had two 
pistols in iL Tasha took out one of the guns and began to play with it, pointing 

it at various ol^ects in the room. She thought for a moment about doing 
something rude with the pistols but decided against it... The officer began to look 
nervous and tried to talk, but his mouth was too well gagged. He began to see the 
light in her eyes change as she turned to face him. He struggled against the leather 
thongs, but they were too tight. She aimed the gun at him from across the room 
and inched silently closer. By now he was shaking his head violently back arid 
forth, his limbs straining against the ties and his flattened eyes begging her. He 
froze as she held the gun close to his forehead Her lips parted "..jnurderer..." 

Splinters flew across the room, as the sheriffs axe crashed through the door 
agaiiL It was only a moment before they would rush iru Although still in a 
she knew that if they didn't off her immediately, they would subject her to the most 
horrible tortures. All of a sudden Tasha jerked the window open and jumped For a 
moment she became a beautiful bird flying gracefully in a slow descmt. Blackness 
followed Then a face came into hazy focus before her. Jormy! It was Jormy! 
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by CLAUDE 

He thought he loved her. In the 
threat of her beauty he loved her more. 
Her white face, with short red hair 
combed neatly in bangs. She sat stilL 
perhaps listening for some signal the 
cafe would never contain. He watched 
like a beetle, camouflaged into the 
throb of conversation and smoke. She 
would never see him and it wouldn't 
make a difference, except to him. 

Repulsed by the drunkenness of 
wanting to be near her, he thought of 
walking home, an action of death in 
her magnetism. He stayed silent and 
frozen in the trance of a cursed insect, 
bound by a fear of love. Yet it was 
oddly satisfying to be in her presence, 
even hiding as he was. The cafe 
bounced along, cradling his confusion, 
his wanting to touch the made-up, 
mime-like face. She shone some 
diffuse confident light in the colorful 
languid mom of wrong music and lost 
signals. His vision grew grotesque; his 
need shook him like wind on puddles of 
oil. She had become a Goddess who 
must be served, even as a stranger. He 
wanted to serve her before meeting her, 
from that white face, red hair and brown 
eyes. Was she a doll who'd come to 
life? He hadn't eaten in too long, and 
was wild from the aromatic sinsemilla. 
She smiled, betraying a human soul 
and her age. He couldn't talk to her. 
As he left, going neither to the left nor 
to the right, he heard a voice sing the 
words: "Cause you can never really 

tell, when somebody wants something 
you want too_." 
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around feminism, free love, Isadora Duncan, 
Emma Goldman.^ / mean, the hippies weren’t the 
first people to call out for the abandonment of 
outmoded moral codes. 

There's a very good book on that by Jeff Weeks. He talks 
about Freud and the things he raised, the evolution of family 
life... But in the 60's people were questioning all of it 

including marriage. And certainly sexual freedom is related to 
birth control and the fact that it became very accessible; made 
it easier to have sexual relationships without all the burdens 
attached. 

Do you see the suppression of sex being a 

hypocritical male thing— in other words a male 
dominated society suppressing it publicly while 
beneath the veil of social decency engaging in 

adultery, prostitution, stag parties wildly? 

It's still a dominant theme in feminism that 

pornography is bad. This is partly because of a justifiable 
fear of the exploitation of women and there certainly have 
been women who have been exploited in the industry. But I 
think it also has to do with a discomfort with the public 
display of sexuality. 

How do women in the industry deal with 
these questions? 

The women who are the most together about it basically 
reject the scenarios on both sides. These are the women who 
are into the exhibitionism of it; it makes them feel good 
about themselves, it helps them get rid of a lot of 
inhibitions. These are women who've felt bad about 
themselves, felt ugly. As women we're super conscious of our 
bodies, our looks and when you're up there you know you're 
attractive if all these guys are paying money to see you be 
beautiful. That's one asjject of it. And the fact that some 
women feel that it's reversing taboos: "Hey, I'm out there 

being sexy and it makes me feel that fm not dirty and that 
I'm a sexual being." 

Feminists argue that these women are just falling into 
the male trap-why should women have to feel beautiful in 
that way?-that it's objectification, that a woman in that 
position is just a pair of tits. It is demeaning to reduce a 
woman to a body. And it forces men to look at women as 
sex objects. There's this idea that because men do look at 
women sexually and because that's encouraged by advertising, 
by pornography, it puts women in a trap: they always have 

to be beautiful, they have to compete with other women to be 
attractive.. .It's almost like an insecurity or even a jealousy 
thing. Women don't like men to look at pornography 
because they think, "Why does he need that when he's got 
me? It must be because fm not good-looking enough. I'm 
not turning him on enough." And I think that underlies the 
discomfort women have when men are looking at someone 
else. Some women resent feeling that way. That they 
shouldn't have to feel that sexy or such and such a way as 
defined by men. 

Well that’s valid, isn't it? Having the 

concept of beauty defined by men, being judged 
like that is inherently exploitative. So how 

does one justify the attitudes of some women in 
the sex industry or of some feminists who are 

not opposed to pornography? 

Well Tve asked a lot of the women, "Aren’t you making 
men look at women as sex objects? Aren't you perpetuating 
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these ideas?” And they say, "People always look at each 
other as sexual beings. Men do it women and women do to 
men. It’s human nature to enjoy that side. Why should we 
suppress that?" ...Then there's the whole argument; 
"Pomogr^hy?! What about advertising? At least in pom 
it’s up front In advertising it's a trick!” (No pun intended.) 
...Also one might ask, "AVhat is wrong with looking at naked 
bodies? What's wrong with that "objectification?" 

WeU, what a wrong with it? 

Well I don't think that it's inherently wrong. It depends 
on the context-how it's being used. 

What limitations would you impose? 

Most of the women I talked to were more concerned with 
money, working conditions, having a better stage, having 
the guys treat them a little more respectfully... 

Well what about the respect? 

As one of the women told me, all the guys want to look 
at is this one little part. Why do people get fixated on 
genitals? I think it’s because it’s been taboo for so long. 
From the time you're a tiny kid it’s "Don't touch yourself! 
Cover it up!” And so it develops this aura of mysticism and 
that's a broader social issue. 

Well it’s almost impossible to talk about 

this without having it immediately become a 

large social issue. The reason I asked about the 

respect thing is that in some ways that’s the 

bottom line. The lack of respect for a human 
being seems to be bound up with the "public vs 

private” issue; with exploitation vs joy and 

sensual feelings ...You remove the element of 

respect and you immediately have exploitation. 

.JWhat is the relationship between the 
women's feelings who are in the industry and 

their social values or these larger social 
questions? 

It varies a great deal. Some of the women really feel 
shitty about what they're doing. Those are usually the women 
at the bottom of the social ladder who don't have many other 
options. Like this one woman says, "Look here I am 

showing everybody else what I just wanted to show one man 
and now I don't have anything left” 

Other women have the opposite attitude. Like the one 
who says it makes her feel beautiful and that her body is not 
a dirty thing. She's someone who was abused as a child. 
There are a lot of people in the sex industry who've been 
sexually abused. What's interesting is that it resolves itself 
in very different ways for different people. For one of the 
abused women in the video, being up on stage and taking her 
clothes off was always associated with having to take her 
clothes off as a child in an abusive situation, so it was 
always a hard thing for her to do. Whereas for another woman 
the dancing was a way of saying, "Hey, Pm not damaged by 
that experience. I am beautiful and my sexuality can be a 
positive thing.” 

Do you think these extremes in viewpoints 
win ever be resolved? 

Well as long as people are being fucked over and are 
doing things because they need the money and not because 
they want to you're going to have that difference. 

Do the women have contempt for their 
audience? 

It’s hard not to. Sometimes these guys treat them like 

see INTERVIEW on pg. 6 
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remedies for most venereal diseases, and a much lower infant mortality rate have rendered these social structures 
auvistic. Yet, we fmd that a simple sexual act. unless placed within strictly defined limits, can bring some folks to a 
state of such panic, you'd think the world was going to be destroyed! Ya jes shouldn't do that stuff! Wait a minute! 
That sounds like the voice of authority speaking, and that's one voice I just don't trust! 

William S. Burroughs has proposed that censorship (in the broad sense, meaning against ideas and actions, as well 
as printed text) was created, not to prevent the flow of information or the commission of acts, but rather, to make this 
information or action a weapon of power by the state. In this way, people ascribing to these ideas (otherwise known 
as "commies," for example), or people committing these acts (otherwise known as "fags," for instance) can be 
destroved with censure. Usually, the modve is to render them ineffecdve in a broader social arena than the idea or la 


INTERVIEW from pg. 5 

dirt. 

What is the woman's view of sex, as opposed 
to the man’s? 

How can we know? It's new at this dme in our culture 
for women to be outspoken on this. But I think it's 
important to allow women the opdon of getting into what is 
considered "dirty pornography": getting into their bodies and 

showing them and enjoying the kitjd of power that gives 
them-that's not necessarily a bad thing. 

There hasn't been any discussion of women's 
interest in men's bodies. Even the lesbian thing 
is a matter among females. And hasn't there 

been in recent years this outgrowth of the nude 
men dancing? 

I was just talking to a male stripper the other day who 
says that the women act just like the men do in the equivalent 
situadon and I went to a lesbian strip show; the show was the 
same. You'd think women's sensibilides and ideas might be 
differenL.. One way of looking at it is we've all grown up in 
the same kind of society. We've all been exposed to the 
same images and icons of sexuality. 

Do any of the women in the industry think 

the sex industry should be shut down? 

None of the women Fve ever spoken to in making this 
video think so. It's their bread and butter. They say, "What 
are they going to do? Repress this stufi?“ 

Is there an unspoken thing on the part of the 
women: "Oh, I'm gonna get out someday?" 

Yes, most of them. It's like, 'T don't want to be stuck 

here when Fm too old and too ugly." What "coerces" women 

to into it in the first place, contrary to myth, is economics. 
If women had better opdons in the world, a lot of them would 
not be in the sex industry. But remember, there are women 
who chose this profession because they find the way of 
making money preferable to odier so-called "straight" jobs. 
One woman I interviewed was a teacher before she became a 
dancer and she weiu for the bucks! Dancers also have loose 
schedules and not very much actual dme at the job. 

Concluding remarks? 

I think there are a lot of myths and unnecessary sdgmas 
and the purpose of my video is basically for people to 
understand that. There's so much out there on this subject but 
very little on the women's point of view. I thought Fd have 
trouble getting people but a lot of them were eager to tell 
their stories. I think they want people to know what is 
going on because they're aware that thcre're a lot of 
misconceptions. 

When’s it gonna come out? 

Early part of the year. 
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would merit It's virtually impossible for a communist to 

hold political office in most of the United States, and, by 
taking anything other than a hostile attitude towards even 
socialist ideas St p ro gra ms, you run the risk of being labeled 
"red." The same, is true for homosexuals. Even in "liberal" 
California, I know of many homosexuals who have to stay 
"in the closet" for fear of harassment or unemployment, and 
politicians who come out in favor of gay rights are viciously 
attacked for doing so. Neither "communism" nor 
homosexuality present any threat for a free and open society, 
but we find them being used to isolate people from public 
office, or economic power. 

General sexual behavior is used the same way. Charlie 
Chaplin shocked America when he admitted that he practised 
cumulingus. "Doesn't everyone?" he asked. If you think 
things have loosened up, look at Gary Hart (not that I mourn 
his passing). He didn't even admit to any specific acts! The 
fact that a candidate's sex life is considered at all could be 
said to prove the power of this control system. ASIDE - Jim 
Bakker should get fried for his fling though, since he spent 
so much time preaching "family" values and decrying "sinful" 
practices. That's hypocrisy, which must be condemned. 
Notice, however, how this shill for conservative causes is 
crawling back into power, without being nagged about his 
behavior by reporters. "It's OK, Jessica had gone through 
about forty boyfriends by the time Jim got to her." I see, it's 
all right to sin, so long as you do it with "sluts?" ! 

Michel Foucault claims that sexual behavior was not a 
matter of intense public policy or debate until the Eighteenth 
Century. With the birth of industrialized society, and the 
concomitant need for a more controllable work force and 
labor pool, the control of sexual behavior became a matter of 
increasing concern for the state. Let's combine these two 
conc^xs, dutt of censorship with the historical perspective 
of industrialization, and see what the fuck we can come up 
with. 

Compare this with your own feelings: One of the best 
things about sex, in my mind, is that it can create spaces and 
realities independent of general society, and this is under the 
control (or should be) of no one but. the people involved at 
the moment, allowing them complete freedom. It's this 
element, the freedom, that social structures find threatening. 

It's been said before, but here it is again: they need us more 
than we need them, and, as such, they fear the moments when 
they have no control over us, such as sex allows. Look 
around, and you'll find that any kind of transcendent 
experience is discouraged, if not outlawed. Mysticism is 
devalued, and replaced with mass-consumption TV 
evangelists, who reliably preach the party line. Personal 
health is i m po r tant, but you really aren't serious until you've 
bought in to all of the expensive clubs and gadgets. 
Psychoactive drugs are outright illegaL but you can go down 
to the comer and get totally shitfaced on taxed liquor. It's 
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by MARGOT PEPPER 

Before I stumbled onto an exhibit of Frida Kahlo's 
paintings at the Mexican museum in Fort Mason last year I 
had a vague notion of her as the wife of the celebrated 
Mexican painter, Diego Rivera, and as that narcissistic and 
masculine-looking woman who kept painting her self-portrait 
over and over and over again in a variety of bizarre costumes. 
These two naive observations, I was to learn, were more a 
reflection of the values of American '80s culture than they 
were truisms about the painter. It is just as misleading to 
define Kahlo in terms of her relationship to Rivera as it is to 
reduce the latter's reputation to "the man who was married to 
the great Frida Kahlo." And to believe that Frida was 

obsessed with her image and painted nothing else is about as 
perceptive as saying Salvador Dali painted nothing but fecal 
matter in aU its various manifestations. 

Never had I been so stirred nor as startled by an exhibit. 
The honesty with which Kahlo had executed the paintings, 
whether surreal escapes into the heart of emotion, stories of 

the same with sex. They can't make us stop, as they need to 
keep the labor pool filled, but they damn well aren't going to 
let us have any pleasure without their permission, when we 
could be doing something useful (i.e., profitable for them) 
instead! 

In 1984, Orwell jxoposed a society that deliberately 
frustrated pleasure (sexual in particular, but any kind in 
general). The goal was to create frustration, which would find 
outlets in easy sparked and directed acts of aggression. This 
would be very useful for the forces who control this country, 
since the wealth that is modem America was gained over two 
centuries of expansion and plundering, and requires a 
ruthlessness of international behavior to maintain, the likes 
of which are unparalled in history. 

What about the "sexual revolution?" Things are a lot 
looser now than they were fifty, or even twenty years ago, it 
might be claimed. I don't think that they really are. The 
sexual revolution may have begun as a general attack on 
outmoded and/or unpleasant social controls, but it ended up 
with no significant changes, in my opiiuon. Sure, hardcore 
pom is much easier to get, but that's not a significant 
change. It's a co-opting of what was once an aspect of social 
resistance by integration into the commercial structure of the 
state, but it also remains an object for censorship (Burroughs 
style), with an even higher visibility than in the past In my 
mind, those two things are the only real legacy that the 
"sexual revolution" left us: an expansion of the economic 
base for profit; and the political tool of direct attack for 
sexual conduct or attitudes. Can you imagine what would 
happen if such magazines as "Suck Sluts," and "Billy's 
Birthday Buttfuck" were found in Reagan's desk? If the sexual 
revolution had come about, rw one would give a shit! Never 
mind the real reasons why the old shit should be tossed out, 
reasons which, as we know, most people seem to ignore. 
But, if we try to defend personal freedom, or fight censorship, 
we can be discredited for supporting "perverts" or "the sale of 
filth." 

I don't think that attitudes were changed that much, 
either. Again, the fact that someone's sexual conduct is 
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human subjects, or grotesque and jarring portrayals of 
suffering, allowed nothing short of direct participation. 
Never had I known to exist such a concise and accurate 
translation of that ineffable female experience~a world that 
until that day I had thought permitted no entrance to anyone 
but myself. This led me to realize how little access I had 
been granted by this society to truly pristine expressions of 
the feminine aspect of the spiriL 

It is not surprising that the initial assumptions I made 
about Frida are commonly held by those who lack exposure to 
her ait. As a byproduct of the recently touring exhibits, the 
release of Paul Leduc's incredible film "Frida Naturaleza Viva," 
rich in poetic imagery, and Hayden Herrera's excellent and 
voluminous Frida. A Biography -. Frida . posters, post-cards, 
buttons, T-shirts, and even masks have spaung up in book 
stores and museum shops. Frida, it seems, has become the 
focus of the latest fad for that crust of bourgeois liberals 
whose sincere efforts at displaying solidarity with the 

struggle of ethnic peoples so often manifests itself in the 
form of a $150 Guatemalan rebozo or shawl. Although this 
"Frida craze" has certainly aided in her long-overdue 

recognition in this country, (it took over 30 years!), the 

see FRIDA pg. 8 

considered as pertinent to their public character or function 
would seem to prove this. It may be easier to live together 
without being married, but not much easier. People are still 
uneasy when they talk to their children about sex. Are they 
uneasy when they talk to their children about food? And 
children are still indoctrinated with the same concept of 

family, traditional sexual values, and guilt By removing the 

power to set sexual policy from the individual, it can still be 
used in advertising. You must buy this product or join that 
group, or you'll never get laid., and you've got to get laid, or 
youH be a loser! Thus we have the nude woman sitting on 
the expensive car. Thus we have men falling over at the 
scent of a perfume. The images of pleasure balanced by "How 
dare you do that in front of decent people!" to maintain the 
tension OrweU realized was so important 

What can be done? One thing that hasn't been addressed 
is who's running this show? I'm not sure that anyone is, and 
that may be even worse. The "powerful" may be just as much 
dupes of a self-perpetuating social structure as the 
"powerless." They know, though, how much power they 
have, and they do what they can to keep it Part of it may be 
genetic - humans form social groups. It's called "tribalism" 
by anthropologists, and the lines can be drawn along 
language, skin, or sex. It's a hold-over from when we aU 
used to swing in the trees, a sort of evolutionary "morning 
bad breath." It's also uimecessary, and it's something we can 
fight We have control over our own lives, at least over our 
own ideas, and we change them if we find that they don't 
work. If we have children, we raise them to what we believe, 
not what the state says. And, bottom line, we can just get 
off the boat and do what we want They need us, we don't 
need them. This will not change the fact that we might find 
ourselves unable to get jobs, or wake up to crosses burning 
in our front yards. Mostly, I don't think that will happeit 
but if it does, we fight back! The thing that we can always 
do is enjoy our lives, and the times when they cross the 
lives of others. The community can be ours to create, if we're 
strong enough to do so. 
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FRIDA from pg. 7 

scope of her work has been distilled, however unconsciously, 
bv the great processing machine of Western Male Persuasion 
down to a series of busts she executed almost expressly with 
the intention of securing her financial independence from 
Diego during a period of separation. This censorship is 
largely due to the often emodonally disturbing, graphically 
violent and even what so foolishly has been labeled 
"pornographic'' content of Frida's work. 

It is true— my initial reaction to her paintings was one 
of discomfort. I really began wondering if I had some sort 
of morbid fascination or eccentricity that I should be so 
drawn to the paintings in the exhibit that others were 
bypassing. Well, I consoled myself, at least Frida shared my 
malady, so I set out to learn about her and to see if we were 
both "disturbed." 

Frida fCahlo chose the year of the Mexican Revolution as 
her birth date, claiming that both she and modem Mexico had 
been bom together in 1910. (Her birth certificate insists 
upon July 6, 1907.) Indeed Frida's life echoed the colorful 
enthusiasm and passion of modem Mexico as the people 

fought to cast off the European influences imposed under the 
■iO-year dictatorship of Porfiiio Diaz and began reaffirming 
their indigenous culture. By the 20's there had been labor and 
land reforms, attempts at returning the natural resources to the 
people, the power of the church had been restricted, and the 
atmosphere was extremely conducive to artistic expressioru 

Given the historical context it is not surprising that 
Frida was surrounded throughout her life by international 
ardsts, intellectuals arxi politicos who instinctively sought 
out the new Mecca in Mexico City. With such inspiring 
friends and house guests as Andre Breton, Picasso, O'Keefe, 
Kandinsky, Miro, and Trotsky—who stayed at Frida and 
Diego's during his exile in Mexico— along with the 

extravagant homage paid to her own artistic achievements 
shortly before her death, Frida's life was certainly as rich as 
the emerging culture. Unfortunately, so was it reminiscent of 
the blood and chaos of the revolution. 

When Frida was six she contracted polk) and in 1925 
she weathered a grizzly Iws accident during which a steel hand- 
rail skewered her body at the level of the abdomen, coming 
out through her vagina. “I lost my virginity," she had 

joked, and in a sense she had for the rail had raped her of her 
childhood. For her remaining 29 years of life Frida suffered 
an unusual amount of physical pairu She endured an 

unbelievable number of operations irKluding miscarriages and 
therapeutic abortions as a consequence of the accident. 
Although she was able to walk about freely during certain 
intervals in her life, she spent most of it in bed, in 

wheelchairs, on crutches,and always bound to a steel or 

plaster corset designed to straighten out her once-shattered 
spine. Towards the end of her life her condition worsened 
dramatically and finaOy her leg was amputated. The last entry 
in her journal reads "I hope the exit is joyful-and I hope 
never to come back-Frida." 

This elucidates the recurrent themes of pain and death in 
Frida's works such as "My Birth." Here we see emerging from 
between the mother's legs an infant's large and bloody head, 
which looks dea d, the heavy joined eyebrows suggesting it is 
Frida's. A puddle of blood has collected underneath the 
infant's head. A sheet covers the mother’s face and torso 
suggesting her death, as welL The white linen bed 
accentuates the focus of the painting which is unavoidably 
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that vantage point of a womans vagina in the position so 
eagerly received in pom magazines and films: the thighs 

spread wide, the pubic hair and red labia like rings around a 
bull's-eye that in this case has been forced open Co its limits— 
but in the act of birth. The blunmess, and for that matter, 
impish humor of Frida's vision has rendered what might 
otherwise be a potentially arousing composition into an 
image few are able to view without some discomfort and 
revulsion. Naturally it is one of her less-known paintings; 
obviously poor T-shirt mate ri al. 

It would be a mistake to attribute all the "violence" in 
Kahlo's paintings to her physical afflictions alone. Frida 
suffered finm a hunger to be related to something greater than 
what existed in the segmented, definable physical world; from 
a longing she believed could be fulfilled in a child she could 
never have and the ethereal love of a husband chat could not 
exist For Frida, Diego came first, painting second. For 
Diego, Frida came first-before all other women as long as 
she allowed him his flings. Some of Frida's friends suggested 
the possibility that Frida subjected herself to superfluous 
surgeries in desperate attempts to secure Diego's love, as this 
was when he was most attentive. 

It is not unlikely that her painting "A Few Small Nips" 
is a metaphor for the pain Frida felt Diego had caused her. 
Here a woman, nude save for a sole stocking and shoe, lies 
sprawled across a bed moments after she has been brutally 
murdered. The scene is smeared with the blood of dozens of 
wounds inflicted by a man who stands over the woman 
holding a blood-stained knife looking very macho. He bears 
a slight resemblance to Diego. Blood has soiled his white 
shirt, the white bed sheets, has splattered all over the sickly 
green floor and out onto the frame of the painting erasing the 
boundary between the observer and the horrific reality of the 
painting. That Frida credited her inspiration to a newspaper 
clip of this murder in which the man rationalized, "It was 
only a few small nips," suggests that she might have 
recognized the situation as embodying a type of emotional 
pain unique to women. Poetically speaking, the 

representations of physical suffering in Frida's paintings are 
virtually inseparable firom their emotional parallels. 

Well, it is easy to understand why paintings such as "A 
Few Small Nips" and "My Birth" are not going to be gobbled 
up by the mcerior decorators of San Francisco's Financial 
district lobbies-or mauve "bedrooms" as the current trend 
seems to be. In accordance with the Imperialist "maintenance 
plan." the majority of people have neither the time nor the 
incentive to learn how to look beyond the surface of a work 
of art, or of any cultural facade for that matter, especially if it 
is initially embarrassing or socially risky to do so. If the 
language of Frida's paintings was learned they would cease to 
seem "deranged," for in actuality it is the persecutor's 
ignorance which transforms the object under scrutiny into 
something pornographic. The "obscene" is what one fears 
finding within oneself should he or she confront the signals 
which triggered the initial response of deniaL 

Fortunately, that these paintings are shown in museums 
and are recogiuzed in certain circles implies that positive 
changes are taking place in our overall awareness, however 
slowly. Unfortunately the road to enlightenment stretches 
out considerably when one takes a closer look at the single 
"pornographic" Kahlo which slipped through the grids of 
censorship. The Broken Colunm." This painting is no less 
bloody than "My Birth" and the depiction of the woman's 
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By THE USUAL LOT 

"Bradley Enterprises"? - a graffiti-covered store front with a 
face in the display window yelling "No Turning Back"- an 
abandoned machine shop... A lot of people have been wondering, 
asking questions, getting lost, getting inspired and trying to find 
out - what is KOMOTION? In the last couple of months there has 
definitely been something stirring - fresh energy, ideas, new 

faces. We've had two excellent art exhibits, KOMOTION 
PICTURES has strained the seating capacity and we've begim a 
Poetry and Performance Series. I don't know what success is, but 
its cool to know people like what's going on here, and that it 
inspires them to create something. Thanks to everyone who's 
performed and participated and made it happen. Here's a few 
highlights... 

"East Oakland Invades San Francisco” was the title 
of the art exhibit in November and December, and featured 
paintings and sculpture by Lionel McNeely, Lawrence 

Tietz, Jason Rhoades and Raymond Dixon. 

These artists took the title of the show seriously as they 
raised huge canvasses throughout the building. One even 
incorporated the basketball hoop, while in the two others, new 
figures emerged even after viewing the paintings many times. 
Look for an upcoming show of theirs at the S.F. Art Institute. 

The following exhibit featured the highly political collage art 

see KLUBHOUSE pg, 14 
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body is equally, if not more brutal. Frida stands in a 
desolate landscape, nude from the hips up. She has split 
herself open to reveal, where the spine would be, a 
fractured Greek column. Her body, especially her naked 
breasts, is jrierced by dozens of sharp sturdy nails. 

"The Broken Column" was without question the 
most popular painting on exhibit It has been made into 
a poster and I've even seen it hung in a Temp Agency 
lobby. For perhaps what makes this Kahlo more 
acceptable is that Frida looks unusually beautiful in the 
conventional sense; her hair is loose and long and 
never had I seen such a beautiful rendition of breasts on 
a nude. Better yet Frida is crying, her brown eyes 
welling up with the blue-green shades of sky and sea, 
and she is imprisoned in her plaster corset— which makes 
her breasts appear all the more pronoimced. What we 
have is that fairy-tale image 'of a woman that is still too 
highly esteemed: a damsel in distress, or in modem 

terminology, a woman who seems all the more beautiful 
because she is in bondage, crying. 

What I find far more interesting is that I have yet 
to find a single book of Frida's art in print in this 
country. To date there are only two sources which 
approximate an art book. Leduc's film which contains 
many shots of Frida's paintings, and Herrera's 
biography, probably the most extensive source of Frida's 
art (35 beautiful color plates, some black and white 
reproductions and biographical piiotographs, and some 
of Frida's sketches.) AVhat we have on Frida then are 
biographical materials which focus more on her unusual 
life, emphasis on her famous associations and on the 
striking magnetic qualities of the woman, than her on 
her achievements as a painter. 

That actually sits just fine with me. Frida's 
approach to life was in itself perhaps the supreme work 
of art and I have thoroughly enjoyed learning about it. 

In her diary Frida referred to herself as "The one who 
gave birth to herself... who wrote the most beautiful 
poem of her life." The very last brush strokes she ever 
made were the blood-red letters "IViva la Vida!"— "Long 
Live Life!" Any child will tell you this is what it's all 
about anyway. But then let's call a spade a spade. Let's 
celebrate Frida as one of the greatest creators of a human 
life. And then let's ask why all the others received 
recogitition for their more tangible creations as well as 
their biogra^^es and Frida didn't. 

That we can't find any art books on a supposedly 
renowned female artist, yet are bombarded with her image 
and legend exemplifies in a nutshell a condition which 
has reached epidemic proportions in the ' 80's. We are 
reading about artists instead of learning about them 
through the senses, shying away from feeling and 
censoring the substance we need to overcome that has 
blinded our society to its greatest contributions. What 
is truely "offensive," "obscene," "disturbing," arai 
"deranged" is our current fixation with aesthetic surfaces, 
labels, and facades - the consequences of which are far 
more devastating than pom. 

If you're interested in finding out more about Frida, 
don't miss the next issue for Part fI: Wh/ the hell did she 
paint herself over and over and over again? 
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by MARY LIZ 

I think it's pretty obvious to people in our circles that 


one of the major problems with civilization is the male 
preoccupation with the sizes of their pricks, Le., missiles, 
extended egos, thrusting forces, god/rods. One of the best 
terms Fve heard to describe this view of the world we struggle 
to deal with is Mary Daly’s "cock-eyedt" 

rnck-eved. adj, 1: having the limited sensory 

awareness of a cock 2: having the characteristic 

expression of an eyeballcr 3: marked by the 

propensity to see glory, heroism, and excitement 

only in cruelty, carnage, and catastrophe. 

What about this side of sex that has to do with 

militarism, violence, and oppression? It’s pretty scaiy how 
many words, like penetrarion, describe both sexual and 
military actions. Understanding the power of language to 
create reality is extremely important in these times of 
doublespeak. 

Mary Daly has written several books in which she "dis- 
covers” the patriarchal, new, and archaic meaning of words. 
Her latest book, Webster’s First New Interealactic WickedaiY 
of the English language is a compilation of her past work 
and much more. Daly says her book is written fixjm the 
"perspeedve of members of the 'Outsiders Society,' living on 
the boundary between the worlds." 

Daly defines words that describe the "background" world 
of the Outsiders, and the way they see the "foreground" world 
of "the patriarchy." Definidons are woven from many 
sources, archaic, Indo-European, and her own neologisms. In 
the background world, for example, instead of a bitchy 
woman on her period, crabby means: 

crahhv. adJ, having the characteristics of a 
crab • active, pugnacious, tenacious, self- 
sufficient, able to move in all directions. 


Progressive people, radical feminists, and-imperialistt, 
etc... pretty much reject the "cock-eyed" view of the world. 
But how many really connect this to understanding our own 
passiois, sexual relationshipt, and use of intuitive 
knowledge? In ancient times and in irtdian cultures, women 
were often the teachers of knowledge outside the most direct 
and limited sensory perspectives. Daly gives language and 
definidon to these intuidve impulses that have been repressed 
in both women and men for so long. 

This kind of creadve analysis goes beyotrd acceptaiKe or 
censorship of pornography, nude dancing, and Broadway. 

Freedom is freedom, but ate these really our sexual fantasies? 

In the altemadve world where we have to reject and 
recreate so much, Daly encourages having the "Courage to 
Sin;" 

Cnurane to Sin. the courage to commit 

Origiiul Acts of participation in Be-ing; the 

Courage to be Elemental through and beyond the 
horrors of the Obscene Society; the Courage to 
be intellectual in the most direct and daring way, 
claiming and trusting the deep correspondence 

between the stnictures/processes of one's own 

mind and the structures/processes of reality; the 
Courage to trust and Act on one's deepest 

intuitions. 

For good sex and good peace (as opposed to good war), 
we need to accept and trust ourselves and the people we are 
with - no more authority than this. Part of bringing this 
kind of clarity and intuitive connectedness to our lives 
involves defining new terms and urunasldng our oppressors. 
The Wickedarv does both. Just Sipping through this book 
can give you an idea how to see clearer the reality created by 
the language we use. 


The Ultimate Desfen. 

for Total Reliability 





KOMOTION -Hope you can use this true tale (names 

changed to protect the guilty) in your next issue. 

Maybe people will recognize themselves in some of the 
"characters" or situations. Personally I find a parallel 
between the corporate or office world and this type of "sex" 
work. In either instance, the worker is usually at the mercy 
of others, doing what "they" want, not what vou want, 
feeling ripped-off morally, getting paid for a ridiculous series 
of tasks aimed at fulfdling some paycheck-signer’s (tipper's) 
selfish desires. It was quite an experience - currently I’m 

enjoying living without a lot cf money, but plenty of self- 
respect! 

Quease N. Art. 

I worked ai one of those peep-show places where the 
show starts with a 25-cent drop in a slot. The customers 
would buy tokens that had a nude woman imprinted on the 
gnmgy surface. These men ranged in age and lifestyles, but 
mostly they were middle-aged fiends who probably had 23 
kids at home and a wife who smoked Salem Lights. 

There was a small round stage covered in tacky red shag 
carpeting with footlights (oooh - we're actresses!) and the 
seven windows facing us in a semicircle. After plunking in 
tokens, Mr. Hard-up's window covering would raise and he’d 
be able to catch our acL 

Usually there would be five or six of us in a shift Three 

or four out on "the floor.' The others would be in back 

"doing our thing." We'd switch off and be "on" at intervals. 

It was fun for a while because few of "the girls" took it 

seriously - we were there to make a lot of cash. The 

customers weren't exploiting us, we were exploiting them . 
We teased them into slipping us tips - SIO, $20, $30, $40, 
for a ten-minute dance. We laughed at their pitiful 
desperation... paying money to jerk off. Yeah, whack away 
dude, enjoy your frustration, and pay me for it. We'd lean 
down by the glass, giving our most "Penthouse-esque" pouty- 
lip poses while they'd fervendy beat off. Sometimes I’d turn 
around and laugh because it was so weird. 

see SEX pg. 12 


By JOSEF 

My name is Josef Brinkman. I’ve been a Tax Protester 

siiKe 1976. This holiday season I was handed four separate 

judgements (convictions) by four separate departments of the 
U.S. government simultaneously. The result is that my 

income has been levied. My personal property and 
automobile are under threat of a lien and my driving privilege 
is suspended. Needless to say aU of this synchronized 
govermnent harassment is making life a little more 
complicated for myself and my daughter. 

1. The Department of the Treasury - Internal Revenue 
Service has imposed a lien, against me, for 1980 and 1985 
taxes, penalties, and interest 

2. The State of California - Franchise Tax Board has filed a 

lien, against my vehicle and personal property for 1985 

taxes, penalties, and interest 

3. Superior Court of California - County of San Francisco 
has imposed a lien on my wages for jjayment of child support 
from 1984. As my daughter has always lived with me I 
requested a hearing to fight this absurd action. I discovered 
that my only way out of this conviction was to have my 
daughter’s mother charged with Welfare Fraud. I decided that 
was not a positive solution. I lost this case. The county of 
S.F. first threatened to put a lien on my tax retums!...As I do 
not pay taxes to the I.R.S. they were imable to collect the 
money that way. Of course this is how the I.R.S. finally 
found me. 

4. State of Cahfomia - Department of Motor Vehicles is 
suspending my driving privilege based on a 1985 California 
Supreme Court conviction for failure to demonstrate financial 
responsibility. 

In this story I am going to focus on why I am a Tax 
Protester, and why I am willing to get in trouble over this 
issue. 

WHY I AM A TAX PROTESTER 

I do not subscribe to any particular religious belief 
system though I lean towards Pacifism. I am not affiliated 
with any particular political party though I lean towards 
socialism. 

see LIEN pg. 12 
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There was once a Chinese guy who tied two or three 
shoelaces together and wrapped them around his balls and 
cock 'til it bulged an looked like it would blow up. He 
thought it was cool to keep tugging at the laces, making it 
tighter and tighter - all the while smiling and never taking 
his eyes off mine. Oooh - you scare me, man. 

The scene backstage was this - someone at the minor, 
nude, except for ankle bracelets and heels, extolling the 
virtues of Brian Eno. All her tips went to her psychotic 

boyfriend's plan for a recording studio which never 
materialized. A Jerri Hall look-alike who was in love with a 
250 pound toothless dyke. A skinny mom with stomach 
stretch-marks whose husband beat her up, and whose kid was 
autistic. This same woman worked while pregnant again - up 
til her 7th month, wearing a corset an being her own "freak 
show." A perky young nymphette from Texas who had 
permed blonde hair and the pointiest tits Td ever seen. There 
was a black stunner named "Honey" who dug my music. And 
a "party girl" who always had weed and some stories 
involving drugs and guns. She later shot her boyfriend while 
he was playing dominoes. And me - famous for red shoes, 
wild dancing, and monopolizing the tape deck. Once I 
entered the stage with a large brown paper bag on my head - 
The Unknown Dancer." This attempt at nude humor went 
about as well as my strip rendition of DK’s "California Uber 
.Alles," complete with ripped Farrah Fawcett t-shirt with red 
slash circle around her face. Neither "show" was well 
received. 

See, the men who frequented this place didn't want us to 
show too much of m. They saw gU of our bodies, but they 
didn't want a Ijil of our personalities- that way they could be 
safely lost in fantasy. They paid for a fantasy dream-girl who 
would magically appear on cue - nude, smiling, posing - jjisi 
like in a magazine ! Sort of like watching live TV - come out, 
entertain behind the glass end. 

And for the money, for a time, I felt it was worth it. 
Did I contribute to spurring some asshole's molesting an/or 
raping innocents? Did I prey on sailors? Did I remove 
myself from what I was doing when I was doing it? It felt 
good and bad. It freed me financially - but enslaved me 
psychologically. I couldn't fool myself anymore by 
rationalizing I was exploiting them. Because it was ms 
getting up there every day to be there for them. It was me 
feeling used. It was me feeling trapped. 

One day I was there when a sizeable earthquake tremor 
occurred. It rocked us ail out of our little fantasy sex-world. 
AH I could think of was Tm not dying in a sleaze-jointl" 
Imagine having your body pried frxjm the wreckage of a 
twisted mass of tinsel, glass, x-rated movie loops and sex- 
toys. 

I threw on my jeans, sweater, coat and vans - grabbed 
my dps, cashed in the tokens, and ran out into a still 
trembling streeL It was hot, and I was alone. But I was free. 
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I believe that taxes should be used for Free Health Care, 
Educadon, Land and Wildlife Conservation, Social Programs, 
etc...Unfortunately, in the United States today, tax money is 
predominandy used to pay for an enormous and largely, 
unnecessary Military Force, Weapons Research, Weapons 
Manufacturing, C.LA. Operations, Fat Polidcians' Salaries, 
Mercenaries' Salaries, etc., etc., etc. 

As I do not feel good about supporting torture and 
murder I cannot voluntarily give money to the I.R.S.. I feel 
that the I.R.S. is a CoUecdon Agency, comprised of unaware 
siuveling cowards, who bully and harass the masses into 
fiiumcing murdos. (Murder is supposedly illegal in the 
United Stares). 

The American Revoludon against Great Britain was a 
struggle for Freedom from Taxadon Without Representadon. 
The colonies were fed up with the Britain's military 
expansionism and exploitadon of Nadve peoples throughout 
the new world. The United States today is much like the 
Britain we fought against in the 18th century. I believe that 
we must put an end to the atrocides being committed by the 
United States Military today. The Empire must fall. 

My rights of conscience and my right to be a Pacifist 
are supposedly protected by the Ninth Amendment. Thus I am 
not able to support war or war preparadon through donating 
money to the I.R.S.. Any money given to the I.R.S., will in 
part, be used to murder someone. This is a fact. I invite 
anyone to prove otherwise. Thus being required to pay taxes 
violates my personal belief system and my Ninth Amendment 
rights. 

By paying Federal Income Tax one is also violating 
section 'Vm of the Nuremberg Principles. If I help supply the 
money to make the weapons and pay for the soldiers and 
mercenaries to kill people, I am then an accomplice to a 
crime, 

NUREMBERG PRINCIPLE vni: COMPUCTTY IN THE 

COMMISSION OF A CRIME AGAINST PEACE. A WAR 
CRIME, OR A CRIME AGAINST HUMANITY AS SET FORTH 
IN PRINOPLE VI IS A CRIME UNDER INTERNA'HONAL 
LAW. 

Complicity refers to anyone who aids, helps, or is an 
accomplice to a wrongdoer. 

MURDER IS WRONG. 

The United States Military and the CJA. (Both 
Recipients of Tax Monies) systemadcally have MURDERED 
INNOCENT PEOPLE throughout the world. I CANNOT 
HELP IN GOOD CONSCIENCE 

For more tnformadon on WAR TAX RESISTANCE call the 
NO. CAL WAR TAX RESISTANCE (415) 843-9877. 
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KLUBHOUSE from pg. 9 

of Winston Smith, one of the seminal "Punk" coUagists 
in S.F. This overwhelming show included pieces from Dead 
Kennedy’s record coven, and canvas-size versions of his 
art. Since his show at the Compound back in 1981 
Winston's art has changed and evolved. By making use of 
more color and the enlarging process, his collage has a 
seamlessness that is quite amazing. The images speak for 
themselves now (without incorporating actual words) and the 
content is as relentless and provocative as ever. Together his 
collages transported us to another world; a bizane and surreal 
planet woven of the fantastic, the intolerable, the absurd, 
and the horrible - horrible because you know it is the world 
we've created. 

Back in November KOMOTTON CAFE presented an 
Acoustic CabareL Pol Dog Pondering opened the show 
with infectious accordion-based music which featured two 
vocalists, guitar, bass and drums. Anthony 'Vaughn sang 
and chanted with guitar aixl kalimba. Hal Huges sang 
strange epistles to lost loves and tumbleweeds. Folksinger 

J.C. Hopkins took the stage with vengeful harmonica and 
revealed his history as a modem gypsy in between his high, 
lonesome-sounding ballads. Then Po and Masumi Park 
from Ogle Yocha sang their Korean world/folk music to 
seixl a loyal crew of audience members home intoxicated with 
sound. For the next Acoustic Night look for some exotic 
ethnic music you didn't know was right next door. 

The debut of KOMOTION PICTURES (an everting of 
films and music) was Dec. 12; AFRICA IS BURNING. It 
showcased ” Bound to Strike Back", a film that 
graphically illustrates the continual repression of anti- 
apartheid groups in South Africa. Craig Baldwin's 

"RocketkitCongokit" coiuinued the insight into Africa 

with an unorthodox documentary of political power struggles 
in the "Belgian" Congo. South African poet/activist 
Dumlk Volcwana read and improvised his Srey poesy 
accompanied by Boogi Buslki on percussion. With 

Jonathan E spinning the best grooves west of Africa, the 
Beat Freaks soon did a double set of undefineabiy delicious 
world beat funidfred souL A fitting coivclusion to the first 
KOMOTION PICTURES show. 

WOMEN FROM HELL NIGHT was the theme for 
KOMOTION PICTURES on Jan. 9. It featured a film of Jean 
Genet's "The Balcony", a great classic flick in which 
some men enacting their power fantasies in a brothel are 
coerced into actually running the country during a counter- 
revolution. After the laughter died down and the chairs and 
couches were pulled aside, two women's barxis. Women 
from Hell (Saiua Cruz) azxl Weenie Roast (SF) let loose 
and noisy, and wild. 'Veronica Live kept the dance floor 

alive 'til the wee hours - a FUN nightl (That must be why I 

can't remember many details). 

On Jan. 23 there was a benefit for Processed World 
Magazine. Interference Television started the night 
off with a video that had some outrageous moments. Picture a 
bunch of mud-coated, loin-clothed screeching hominids 
crawling on all fours down the sidewalks of the finaixnai 
district during lunch time - priceless! Next a varied, 
entertaining and subversive p r o gr am included colorful 

Brechtian music by Clubfoot Orchestra, discs by 
Jonathan E and JR Swanson's film "Loy Freddy". 

The Attitude Adjustment Seminar featured theatrical 
readings of letters and articles from PW and had the audience 
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howling. 

The first of a Poetry and Performance series at 
KOMCmON featured Peter Plate and QR Hand. (This 
series is held on the last Wednesday of each month and 
includes an open reading after the featured poets.) QR Hand 
opened the evening, his poetry containing insightful critiques 
of America frtnn a Black perspective. He was joined during 
some pieces by saxophonist Lewis Jordan and poet Brian 
Alboch. Peter Plate carried the audience far out of the 
metal chairs and consumptive couches into an Indian sweat 
lodge with his well-known story "All My Relatives". 
He had us in the Hnancial District with the homeless glaring 
at the banquets of the rich, attd dizzy with the anger and 
chaos of the Harvey Milk riots as he read (fiom memory) 
selections frtnn earlier works, as well as excerpts from his 
latest book, loaouln (In the fog) . A powerful 
"performer" with the skill and grace of an exacting sleek 
animal 

Tm sorry I can't say much more, but here are some short 
"takes:" Bands who brought sound and fresh air into 
KOMOTION were the Zendiks, Beat Girl, Plateau, the 
Fillmore Four, Comk Book Opera and Ear Nerve. 
Photographer Rudi Haas and Activist/documentary artist 

Mary-Llz Thomsoo presented a night focusing on 

Nicaragua. Rudi's slides and mounted photographs captured 
the mood and emotion of a people at war. Mary-Liz's 
emotionally gripping video "Feel Their Pain" Madre 

in Nicaragua explored the effects of the war through 
experimental stress and grief reduction woiicshops fen' 

Nicaraguan women who had lost family. Performance artist 
Don Bajema did some intense new pieces (that I can stiU 
feel in my gut.) Interesting performance with music by Jim 
Coulsen; sound poetry by Toby Lory; funny and clever 
poetry by Dale Jensen who will be back in March... 
Stirring poetry by another writer who's versed in performing; 
Celeste Connor. For KOMOnONs Holiday Party we 
exchanged the gifts of musk, poetry and ideas. Almost 
everyone wound up on stage and no one walked away without 
feeling a little warmer inside (not even the drunk who 
waiuiered in from the cold and couldn't find anyone to share 
Ms gin but danerd a bit and defrosted on a cotich.) We had 
origmal songs by the Welfare Cheats; a baroque duet 
(which included Robin on Qute and blew us all away and left 
us without words, though she thought she could get away 
without mentioning it); South African mbiia and marimba 
musk; experimental musk; Zendiks; Shocking U - And 
thanks CO tite "IS Minutes" p>eopie, especially Ernesto 
Sanchez for sharing Ms story about puppetry and "puppets." 
That’s all for now! 

That's right - KOMOTION memberships are still available! 
S2.00 gets you one year, with as many newsletters as we can 
manage ( 6 this last year! ). 

A S50.00 membership gets you the same thing, plus FREE 
admission to all KOMOTION events. Send your name, 
address, and money to : 

KOMOTION INTERNA'nONAL 
PO Box 410502 
San Francisco, CA 
94141-0502. 
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by STEVE LaVOIE 


For close to 400 years, those in this country who have 
dared to enjoy elevated forms of sexual pleasure whenever 
possible have endured the most incredible forms of 
oppression. Those who have also chosen to write about it 
have undergone even more serious harassmenL 

As it finally appeared to begin to wane - after rock and 
roll had given white people back their bodies - a new wave of 
terror is upon us. 

Led by a band of Reagan goons implanted on the Federal 
Communications Commission, with fuivctionaries in the 
Christian Right, the reactionary feminist movement and now, 
public radio, the New Army of Decency has begun its 
offensive on the electronic media. Having failed to purge 
hot, intimate, real sex from the printed word, radio and TV is 
the last hope for preserving the cause of the fundamentalist 
god, womanhood, and family purity. 

The latest episode is the censorship of Allen Ginsburg’s 
"Howl" by the Pacifica Foundation, parent of KPFA in 
Berkeley. Running scared after the FCC chastised it for its 
Los Angeles affiliate, KPFKs, airing of a gay play called 
"Jerker” which described fairly graphically men having sex 
with each other, Pacifica chose to require that changes be 
made to Ginsburgs poem before it could be broadcast. 

The Oakland Tribune quoted Jim Bennett, KPFA's 
operations manager, as saying "We talked to Allen about it 
and since we would have to make cuts to it, he preferred that 
we not air it at all." Instead, they broadcast an interview 
with Ginsburg titled "Why He Can't Broadcast "Howl"." 

Little consolation for the subscribers to KPFA who send 
sizable sums each year to help the Pacifica stations carry out 
their promise to fight the censorship of art, music, and 
information by all antagonists, foremost the US 
govemmenL 

Public radio has joined the centuries-old onslaught that 
American artists and radicals have had to contend with in 
order to carry on the liberation of our consciousness. 

Since a landmark obscenity trial in the late "50s declared 
"Howl" not indecent, a decision which helped to establish the 
current standards of decency, Ginsberg's poem has become the 
most famous American poem in the post-war period. It is a 


standard text in college teaching of the writing of the period 
and it remains the anthem of the "Beat Generation;" 

I've seen the best minds of my generation 

destroyed 

by madness~.running 

Starving, hysterical, naked down the negro 
streets 

at dawn, looking for an angry fix. 

Every poet in America has committed at least a 
paraphrased portion of "Howl" to memory— its influence is 
that great. 

KPFA’s fears certainly are not unfounded, however. Like 
"Howl"'s 19th Century modeL Walt Whitman's "Song of 
Myself," which underwent a good deal of puritarucal backlash 
itself, Ginsberg’s masterpiece contains its share of spraying 
jissom, which is undoubtedly included in FCC's April 1987 
doctrine which threatened licensing action against 
broadcasters who choose to air "material that depicts or 
describes, in terms patently offensive as measured by 
contemporary standards for the broadcast medium, sexual or 
excretory activities or organs." By Bay Area standards, the 
tame gay sex described in "Howl" would never be challenged, 
unfortunately, KPFA's signal is heard over KPFB in Fresno, 
where pmnk bands have had to fight the battle against 
censorship in the past, after the cops broke up gigs because 
of bad words. Nevertheless, public radio is charged with the 
responsibility to defy any attempt to censor works of art in 
any fashion. Art is the beacon of our freedom and if it is 
allowed to fall victim to the regulators, the regtilators will 
have the free hand to dictate our lifestyle at aU levels. 

Equally galling is the ignorance with which the FCC 
hands down its directives. AVhen asked to comment, the 
spokesperson for the general counsel for the FCC, Maureen 
Peratino, told the Los Angeles Times: "I am not familiar with 
the poem "Howl" and neither is the general counsel, and I 
will not address whether it meets the FCCs indecency 
standards." I would feel much more secure with people 
regulating commimications who know something about 
literature. And she went on, "Pacifica came to us several 
see HOWL pg. 16 
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HOWL from pg, 15 

months ago (to get the FCCs approval to broadcast James 
Joyce's 'UUysses") and we turned them down.“ Joyce's novel 
was also a victim of an attempt to get it banned in the United 
States, which failed after its publisher obtained a court 
decision guaranteeing it protection under the First 
.\mendment. 

Apparently, legal precedents don't matter to the current 
gang of ghouls on the FCC and public radio programming 
committees. The 1978 Supreme Court decision limiting 
mdecent broadcasting to the seven dirty words which George 
Carlin conunitted to vinyl on his famous LP has been given 
no regard whatsoever by the FCC. At this point, the 
electronic media is grasping at straws when it tries to 
interpret the regulations. As Ginsburg said to the New York 
Times, 'The government has now set out rules which have 
had an intimidating and chilling effect on broalcasters. It’s 
very similar to what goes on in the Soviet censorship 
bureaucracy. They use the same sort of language and have 
recycled the word 'indecency' because they could never define 
'pornography'." 

The assault on sex continues provoking us to increase 
defiance of is various enemies. Either we actively resist the 
prescriptions the New Victorians are attempting to enforce or 
we take the next step and spay ourselves in shame for fear 
that our arousal might come up somewhere in conversation. 

Feeling confident that it has purged smut from the 
airwaves, the FCC has now taken on the phone-sex providers 
that have proliferated on the west coast since the advent of 
-AT&Ts 976-prefix pay telephone services. The California 
Public Utilities Commission has, under FCC pressure, 
outlawed "live" sexual conversations on these pay numbers 
after parents became freaked out, alleging that their chil dren 
began sexual activity after a 976 number appeared on the 
phone bill. So far, there has been no substantiation of this 
story. Nonetheless, the FCC feels it has it in its power to 
restrict the content of private telephone conversations. The 
rarmfications of this are clear since the orUy way to enforce 
this regulation is to allow some sort of telephone 
monitoring. Again, in direct violation of the Privacy Act, 
the FCC wantonly disregards the protection the Constitution 
provides us, for what it was worth in the first place. 



by REPTILE BRAIN 

Well, I just don't know what to think anymore. Just 
a few days ago, another big-dme TV evangelist (Jimmy 
Swaggert, not to name names) fessed up to sinnin' and 
carryin' on with activities that were downright disrighteous. 
Of course, he was too ashamed of what he did to give details, 
but he did carry on in front of a pew or two (thousand, that is - 
after aU, he is a big-time TV evangelist), with much cryin' 
an' moanin'. Since then, rumors (facts are for the 

unimaginative, I say) have floated out that he visited a 
prostitute. I didn't see anything wrong with that, until I was 
told he "didn’t do anything, but just watched." Now, to my 
mind, that's a pretty dumb way to spend money, and he ought 
to be ashamed a hisself - I mean. I'd never want it to get out 
that I had paid a hooker good solid moola, and then just sat 
around and looked at her! Talk about embarrassing! But now, 
it's rumored that he didn’t just watch her sit around, but that 
he watched her do things, with someone! s) or something! s). 
The stunned mind can only reel in wonder, which is what my 
tiny little brain has been doing ever since, so help me out, 
and answer this question; "What did Jimmy Swaggert pay 
good money to watch the prostitute do, and with who or what 
did she do it?" Send your answers c/o: KOMOTION 

INTERNATIONAL, P.O. Box 410502, San Francisco, CA, 
94141-0502. 

And he isn’t the only one with problems,,. Jello 
Biafra, as you probably know, won his court battle against a 
Southern California DA who was prosecuting him on 
obscenity charges, stemming from the "Perus Landscape" 
poster by H.R. Giger that used to be included in the Dead 
Kennedys' Frankenchrist album. Now, for the bad news - the 
same charges can be brought against Jello Biafra by any 
other county DA in the US of A. On top of this, and here's 
the main point of this spieL Jello still has outstanding legal 
fees in the tens of thousatKis of dollars to pay off. Having 
had his career derailed by the court battle, he can use all the 
help he can get, so please send any amount you can afford to: 

NO MORE CENSORSHIP DEFENSE FUND 
PO BOX 11458 
SAN FRANQSCO, CA 
94101 

He's taking a lot of shit to defend freedom of speech for all of 
us. Let's tty and help him out in return. 

But some things are coming up roses,- On June 2, 
1987, Katya Komisatuk slipped into Vandenburg Air Force 
Base, and destroyed a NAVSTAR satellite base statioru This 
station would have provided guidance signals for ICBMs, a 
part of Reagan's "First Strike" and "winnable nuclear war” 
scenarios. (for an excellent, detailed interview with Katya 
regarding the event, which she coils the "White Rose 
Action," and her subsequent trial and conviction, see 
Processed World #21) She based her legal defense on the 
Nuremburg Principles (see “Lien on Me" on page 11 of this 
issue for explanation of Nuremburg Principles), and lost She 
was sentenced to five years in jail this past January. If you 
are interested in contacting Katya, or supporting the defense 
of others who follow in her path, contact: 

WHITE ROSE DEFENSE COLLECTIVE 
1716 FELTON 

SAN FRANQSCO, CA 94134 
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1 didn't fit the venue 

i wasn't quite stewardess looking enough 

my black tights weren't panty-hose beige enough 

by boots weren’t 1 and 1/2 inch heel enough 

my hair was too short AND too long 

not at all sleek, blonde or coifed 

my face was just a little too exodc 

my Ups too full 

my eyes were ever so slightly too slanted 

my nose a touch too round 

the birthmark on my forehead a tad too brown 

the mole beneath my jaw more conspicuous than invisible 

the color of my skin too rare 

the 'nole in my ears a few too many 

my cheek bones too high 

and the space between my eyebrows too wide to be empty 

i didn't fit the venue 

my smile wasn't quite fake enough 

when the suit and ties 

were on the make 

I wasn't available 

enough 

I was just cool enough 

to shoot their synthetic egos down enough 

to remind them 

just how boring they were 

boring enough to be slaves 

enough to be working 

there 

enough to live and die 

for a gold watch 

and never ask why enough 

to take 

that chance 

to take a chance 

i didn't say yes enough 

in the way i did my make-up 

i wasn't quite model white enough 

not quite t^le pie, american miss, debutante, lily clean, 

plain jane 

safe 

enough 

i didn't kow-tow enough 
when i talked 

what i talked about wasn't quite company 
quite corporate, conventional, conservative 


or quite machine enough 

I didn’t talk dow jones, wall street, consumer goods enough 
and i didn't make amends for that enough 
i didn't apologize for being me enough 
to buy in 

and be in debt enough 
to tow the line enough 
to sell my soul enough 
to have bills till i died enough 
to be buried ahve enough 
in that rat-race enough 
to lie and deny myself 
and be like "them" enough 
to do all the "right" things 
enough 

to be satisfied with advertisement programmed, commodity 

bmw, porsche, mercedes benz 

PROPS 

to display who i was 

enough to step on the "lower echelon" 

and bend over for my "superiors" 

i wasn’t quite good enough 

at saying yes 

when i meant no 

enough 

i wasn't good enough at looking at my face in the morning 
mirror 

and pretending i didn't see what i saw enough 
to wear a coOar long enough 
to hold the leash on others enough- 

enough... 

enough!!! 

I wouldn’t stop thinking enough 

to allow myself to be sucked dry 

and no longer be 

human 

enough 

to 

FEEL 

that I would never 
want 

to fit the venue 

"Do you take dictation Ms. Conner?" 

"FUCK NO." 

NA/^ED MAN RUNNING 
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Womm 

Let go your nge 
If there were ever 

a time 

This is your age 

I want to see 
what we oHild be 
if we had 
our own army 

Tell me women, 
what would you 
defend 

to life's bioer end? 

So many hands 
have reached 
our open hearts 
Fists that have fought 
and been bought 

We say no more 
The line is drawn 
No paaarwi 
Luchamoe para veneer 

Dug eaou^ graves 
for your gold 
it's time 
you ate told 

This earth 
we will hold 
while you learn 
that fire bums 

And it will be 
women 

starting to destroy 
all the big toys 
18 


Tell me women, 
what would you 
defend 

to life’s bitter end? 

A contam mated earth 
whose water flows 
widi mtdear waste 
and blood 

Holes in the ozone 
their zone 
of mind 
splitting opa 

Whose deatructica 
do you choose? 

Whuat kind of 
sabotage 
to use? 

Let your 

eotodons explode 
Blow up the road 
10 our own ■arihilatinn 

With our brothers 
that kziow 
we must 
learn to show 
how different 
it could ba 
without their militacy 

TeU them women 
what you will 
defend 

to life's bitter end 

MARYUZ 


in the wee hotn of the morning 

when we are soft and unfonned beneath the blankets 

when your eyes are bluer 

when the himalaym cat presses herself against my bare side 
when the sun Snt rises and it is cool inside 
when your penia is igiinat my side 

then the bottle of water beside the bed is empty late at night 

when I touch your eyelids with my gingers 

when I have a sexual dream and awake imfiilfflWl 

when the tip of your tongue fhittrra in my mouth 

whet you pre ss your cheek againat my breasts 

when it is hard its silk tear on my hip 

when my foot is between your thighs just beneath your 
le stic l ea 

when in a wet dream you climax on my belly and the sheets 

when we find the place between waking and dreaming 

when you make me lau^ and my breasts jiggle 

when I take my diaphragm out six hours later 

when I mb the inuacles up and down your back 

when we wake up at eleven ajn. tangled legs, arms, and necks 

when the bathwater is lobster red hot and sweat 

when I throw my towel off and dance arabian naked 

whm we laugh logettis 

when you pose like a man musde 

when I shake tike a rock star 

when you throw yourself in the air 

when you we sprawled across the rug 

when I nai my palm of my hand over your ass 

when you watch me 
when you watch me 
watching you 
waiching you 

CHAMELEON 



